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c The moft lamentable Romain e 

Traced ie of Titus Andronicus: As itwasplai<i 
bySs right honorable the Earle ofParbic, Earle 
5 0 j p embr0 okc,indEarlc ofSuffex 



Enter the Tribunes end Senatours aloft iA»i then enter 
Saturninu t 4 ndb<iJ«llew*rtat*nedme,emdBMum%ema»lf 

folhwers,wubPru»»nnd Trumpets. .... t 

SAturntnuu 

N Oblc Patricians, Patrons of my right. 

Defend thciuftice of my caufe with artnes* 
AndCountrymenmy louing followers. 

Plead my fucccfliue title with your fwords : 

I am his firft borne fonnc,that was the laft 
That ^arethe ImpcriallDiadem ot Rome. 

Then letm> fathers honours Hue in mee, 

Nor wrong mine age with this jndignitie. 

Bafliayus. 

Romaines, friends, followcr^/fauoiircrsofmy right, 
lfe\ier t B*{ftanus C<tfars fonne, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 

Kcepe then this paflage to the Capitoll^ 

And iuffer not dishonour to approch, 

Theimperiall feat to vertue; confecrate 
Tomflice^ continence, and Nobilitic : 

But let defert in pure election fhine. 

And Romaincs fight for freedome in your choice. 



Mtrctit 



The 1 4ftfnp;v!c T tagedk 

CMarcut AndromcHsveith the Crown*, 

Princes that (trine by faftions and by friends 
AmbiiioufTyfor Rulcand Emperic, _ , 

Kno w that the people of Rome for w home w e Rand 
A fpeciallPartie.haue by common voyce, 

In rleflion for the Romaine Empenc 
Chofen Aadr aniens , furnamed P'jti, 

For many good and great defetrstoRotnc » 

A nobler man, a briuerwarrio.nr, 
jliues rot this day within^the Cttty walls* 

Fie by the Senate is aecited home. 

From weary warres againft the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his fonnes ( a terror to our foes ) 

Hath yoakta nation If rong, traind vp in Armes. 
Tctine yeares are fpent fince firlt he vndertooke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaltifed with Amies. 

Our enemies pride : Fiue times he hath returns 
Bleeding to Rome, bearinghis.valiant fonnes •; 

In Coffinsfi om the field, 

And now at laft, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returmsthe good Androntcus to Rome, 

Renow ned 7 itstt flourifliing in Arrnes, 
Letvsintreatby honourofhis name , 

Whorne worthily you would bauenow fuccecde, 

And in the Capitoll and Senates right, 

Whorne you pretend to honour and adore. 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength, 
Difmifl'e your followers, andas filters Ihould, 

Plead y our defert* in peace and humblencs. 

SatuntWHU 

Howfaire the Tribune fpeakes tocalme my thought*. 
M Arcus Aftdrvnicttiib 1 doc 
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ofT ititi An AtomcM* 

fnthvvprigbtn« and integrity, 

Andfolloueaud honour thee and thine, 

Thv noble brother and ,m fon " es ’, , , ,,i 
And her to w home my thoughts are humbled all, 

Graciour£<*»'* Re ™ s rich Ornament, 

Thatlwdl becrediteiffe my louing friends . 

SatHwinus . 

Friends, that haue beeneyf hus forward in my right, 

Jthankeyouall,andheeredifmifle vOual , 

And to theloue and fauoui ofiny Country, 

Commit my felfeis my perfon , and the caule, 

Rome beas lull and gracious vntome> 

Asi atri confident and kinds to thee. 

Open the gatesand let me in. 

’Affctam, Tribunes and me a poore Competitor. 

They gee vp into the Senate bouje. • 

Enter a Captains, 

Fontaine? make way-, the good Andronitus, 

Patron of vertue, Romeabcft Champion t 
Succesfullinthebattailes that hefigbtes, 

V ith he nour and with tbrtune is returnd. 

From where he fucumfCribed with bis fwotdf • 

And brought toyoake the enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drrntmas and Trumpets, and then enter two tf Titu* 
/ennej^njthentwome'i bearing a Coffin coieertdw.th b!cbe',tht» 
tveo other ionnet,thi » Titos A ndroric. s and then T amora i he 
(Kc vj C j ot bt s ard kci tJ* oJoKhts ■) Chiron DtiBcturSj 

n ’ah Aron/ta More find otkttSyV’TK&ty as cam btjhtnfei clowne 
jh Ctjjini and TiWkJferi^eU 
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The moft lamentable Trage dte 

Tituu Haile Rome, vittorioui is thy mournining weed** 
Loeas the barkc that hath difchargd his fraught, 

Rcturncs with precious lading to the hay. 

From whence at firft ih« wayed her anchorage; 

Commeth Andromcus bound withLavvrell liowcs* 

To rcfalutc his country with his tcares, 

Tearcs of trueioy for his returnc to Rome, 

Tholi geeat defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romainesjoffiueand twenty valiant fonnes, 

Halfc of the number that kihg Etiam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliuc and dead ! 

T hefe that iuruiuc, let Rome reward with louc : 

Thefe that I bring vntu their iateft home. 

With burial 1 amongft their aunceftors* 

Heerc Gothcshaue giuenme leaueto fticath tny fword, 
Tit** vnkinde, and carcles of thine ownc, 

Why fufferft thou thy fonnes vnburied yet. 

To houcr on thedreadfull fhoreof Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their brcchcren. 



They optn the Tomb e> • -7 •: 

There greetein filence as the dead arc wont, 

And fleepe in peace. Game in your Countries warres : 

O facred receptacle of my ioyes. 

Sweet Cell of v ertue and Nobilitic, 

How many fonnes ofmine haft thou in ftoro, 

T hat thou wilt neucr render to me more 3 
Lucius Giue y s the proudeft prifonerof the Goth'S* * 
That we may hew hisiimbes, and on a pile 
Ad mawsfr*trttm 9 facrificchisflc(h : 

Before this earthy p rifon of their bones^ 

That fo the fhadowes be not vnapeafd, 

Norwc djfturbd with prodigies on earth. 

Hitts 



of Andronicus. 

r Titus* Igiuehinftyou,thcnobleftthatfuru!uef, : 
The cldeft fonneof his diftreffed Quecne* 

T'^.StayRomaine brethren, gracious conquered 
Victorious Titus , rue the tcares I fhed, 

A mother stcares in paftion for her fonne : 

And ifthy fonnes were euer dcerc to thee. 

Oh thinkc my fonnc A to be as deere to mce. 

Sufficcth not that we are br ough t to Rome 
To bcautifie thy triumphs, andreturnc 
Captiue to thec,and to thy Romaine yoake* 

Rutmuft my fonnes bcflaughtercd in theftreetes* 

For valiant doings in their Countries caufe? 

O if to fight for king and common wcale, 

Were piety in thine, it is in thefe : 

AndrontcHS ftaine not thy tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods i 
Draw neere them then in being mercifull . 
Sweetmercy is Nobiliciestrue badge. 

Thrice noble Titus fpare my firft borne fonne. 

Titus . Patient your felfc Madam, and pardon roe, 
Thefe are theirbrtthren, whome you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their bretheren ilainc, 
Religioufly they askc a facrifice : 

To this yourfonneis marktanddiehemuft, 
T'appcafe their groning fhadov'es that arc gone* 

T Lucius* Away with him and make a fireftraight, 
And with our fwords vpon a pilcof wood. 

Let's hew his limbes till they bcdeancconfumde; 

Exit Titus formes with Alarbus* 

Tamora . O cruell irreligious piety* 

Chiron . Was cuer Scythia halfe fo barbarous? 
r E>etne. Oppofe tut Scythia to ambitious Rome, 
Alar bus go.es to reft, and we furufuc, 

To tremble vnder Titus threading lcokc* 



Tk wojl lame rit able Truitt 

Then Madam (land refo!u’d,but hope wichall. 

The fclfe fame Gods thatarir.de theQuecnc of Troy 
With oportunitie of ftiarpe reuenge 
Vponthc Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May fauour Tamora the Quecne of Gothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothes, and T^rnora was Quecne) 

To quit thebloody wrcngsvpon her toes. 

Enter the Jennet of An drome us *£*>**• 

Lucia <, Sec Lord and father how wehaucpcrformd 
Our RoroairrerighecS, AUrbus limbs arc le pt, 

And intrals feed e the facrififing fire, 

*VVhofc fmoke like incenfe doth perfumethe skic* 
Remainech nought butt > interreour brefhereo, 

And with lewd [arums welcome them to Rome* 

Titus* Let it be fo, and let And* onuus 
Make this his latcit farewell to theyr foules* 

Sound numpets y a*dUj the Coffin iff the Tombe • 

In peace and honour reft you hecre my Tonnes, 

Romes readied Champions, 1 epofc y ou here in reft, 

Secure from worldly chaunces and miftiaps : 

Here lurks not rea/on, herenocnuiefwels. 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here arc no ftormci, 
Nonoyfe,but (ilenccandcternall fleepe, 

In peace and honour reft you hecre my fonnes. 

Enter L amnia* 

Lanu In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long, 

My noble Lord and Father liuein fame: 
LocatthisTombetny tributarietcarcs, 

I render for my bretherens obfequies: 

And atthyfeetelkneele, with tearcsofioy 
Shed on the earth tor thy returne to 7 {emr, 

O bleflc me hcere with thy vi&orious hand, 
whofe fortunes Rom*s beft Cittizcns applauldo 
Titus* Kind 1\omt , that haft thus louingiy referude 

The 



vfT im An&Yonicusi 
The cord i all of mine age to glad my hart, 
lautnia line, outliuc thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames cternall date for vertuespraife. 

Marcus ♦ Long liue Lord 7/7»/,my beloued brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome* 

Titus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noblcbrother Marcus 

Marcus* And w elcome Nephews from fucceffull wars. 
You that furuiue, and you that fieepe in fame : 

Faire Lords your fortunes are alikein all, 

Thatin your Countries fcruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph isthisfunerall pompc. 

That hath afpirde to Scions happines, 

And triumphs ouer chauncc in honors bed. 

Titus AndronicuS) the people of Rome, 
Whofefriendiniuftice thou haft cuer bene, 

Sendthecby mctheirTribune and their truft. 

This Palliament o* white and fpotlefle hue, 

And name thee in elettion for the Empire, 

With thefe our late dcceafedEmperours fonnes: 

Be finchdatvs then* and put it on , 

And hclpctofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus ♦ A better head her glorious body fits, 

Then his, that fhakes for age and feeblenes : 

What fhould I don this robe and troubleyon. 

Be chofen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bufinesforyou all. 

Rome 1 haue bene thy Sonldier forty yeares, 

And led my Countries ftrength fuccei>fuliy, 
Andbunedoneand twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armcs, 

Inrightand feruiceoftheir noble Countric : 

Giue me a ftaffe of Honourfor mine age. 

But not a feepter to concroule the world, 
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Tbe wofi lamentable Tr age die 

Vpright he held itLords, that held itlaft, 

M*tchs. Turn , thou (haltobtaineand a*kc thcEmpenc, 

Sat ht. Proud and ambitious Tribune canft thou tell? 

Tttus. Patience Prince Saturninus. 

Satur. Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your (words and (heath them not 
Till Saturnisms be Romes Emperour : 

ArJromcui would thou wert (hipt to hell, 

Rather thenrob mcof the peoples harts* 

Lucius. Proud Saturnine, interrupted the good 
That noble minded Titus meancs to thee. 

Tit*** Content thec Prince, I will reftorc to thee 
The peoples harts, and weanc them from themiclues * 
B*fsu». An dr onicu s , I doe no t flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will dotill I die : 

My fa&ion if thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

I will rooft thankfull be, and thanks to men 
Of noble mindcs, is honorable mccde. 

Tttus. People of Rome, and peoples Tribunes here, 

I as ke your voyces and your fuffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicusl 
Tribunes. To gratifie the good Androntcusj 
And gratulate his fafe returne to %ome. 

The people will accept who roe he admits. 

Thus. Tribunes I thankc y ou, and this futelmakc, 
That you create your Emperour s eldeft fonne, 

Sat nr nine vertucs will l hope, 

Rcflcfto^^wrasTytans rayeson earth, 

And ripen iufticc in this common wcalc : 

Then ifyou will elett by my aduife, 

Crownchim, and fay, long Jiuc our Empcrotir. 

Marcus. zAn> With voyces and applaufc of cucry fort, 
Patricians and Plcbcans wc create 
Lord Saturutnus Romes great Emperour* 

Aid 



o c TimAniromcuir 

And far, tm liue our Emperour Saturnine. t 

Saturn*. Titus Andronicus, for thy fallouts done, 

To vs in our cleftion this day, 

I eiue thee thankes in part of thy deferts. 

And will with deeds requite thy gcntlcne* : 

And for an onfet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable f amilic, 

Lauir ia will I make my Empreffc, 

Romes r oy all Miftris, Miftris of my hart, 

And in chefacrcd Pathart her cfpoufe ♦ 

Tell me A^dromcus doth this motion pleafe theer 
Titus. It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace. 

And hcere in fight of Ronac,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our common weale, 

The wide worlds Emperour, doe I confeoratc, 

My fword,my Chariot, and my prisoners, 

Prcfents well worthy Hjsmts impcriall Lord : 

Recei uc them then, the tribute that 1 owe. 

Mine honours Enfignct humbled at thy fcctc* 

Satur* Thankes noble Titus, Father of my life. 

How proud lam of thee, and of thy gifts 
RomeQtoW record, and when I do forget 
Thcleaftofthcfcvnfpcakablc deferts, 

Romans forget your fealtic to me* 

Tttus . Now Madam are you prifoner to an Emperour, 

To him chat for your honour and your ftatc, 

Will vfeyou nobly and your followers. 

Satur,. A gooly Lady , truft me of the hue 
That 1 would cboofe, were! tochoofc a new : 

Ckerc vpfairc Queenc that cloudy countenance, 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of ch cere, 
T hou comft not to b c made a fcoi nc in Rome: 

Princely (hall be tby vfagccucry way. 

B 2 Reft 



7 be mofl lamentable TV age die 

Reft on my word, and let not difeontent 
Daunt all your hopes :Madame he c mfortsyou, 

Can make you greater then theQuceneof Gothesy 
Lauirua you arc not difpleafd with tins. 

Lzutma. Notl my Lord, fich true Nobilitic, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Saw. Thankes fs\ecte Lauin: a, Romans let vs goc, 
Raunforales heere wc let our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpc and Drum. 
Bafsiartus. Lord Thus by your leaue v this maid is mine. 
Titus. How fir, are you in earned then my Lord* 

Bufna ♦ I noble and refolu’d withali> 

To doe my fclfe this reafon and this righ t. 

Marcus. Smm euiquam is our R oraane iuftke. 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his ownc. 

Lucita . And that he will and frail, if Z,#ci#rliue. 

Tuus. Tray tors auaunt> where is the Empcroursgardf 
Treafon my Lord, Lautniah furprifde. 

Saiur. Surprifde, by whome? 

Bafua. By him that iudly may 
Bearehis bettotbdjfrom all the world away, 

*JfyUsuus. Brothers Lelpe cocontiey her hence away. 
And with my fvvord Ilckeepethisdoorcfafe. 

Titus. Foliowmy Lord, and llefoonc bring her back# 
Mutius . My Loro you paflenot heere, 

7'ir///* What villaine boy v barft roemy way in Rome? 
Mutius Helpc Lucius helpe* He kj//s hi m. 

Luctus. My Lord you arc vniuft, and more then fo, 

In vvtongfuli quarrcil you haue flairse your Tonne* 

Titus. Nor thou, nor he are any Tonnes of mine. 

My ionnes would neucr To dishonour me. 

Tray tor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you will but not to be his wife, 

That is anolhers lawfull proniut loue . 
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ofTiwAndronim] 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T amor a and her two 
formes* and j4ton the Aioert. 

Emperour, No Titus, no, the Emperoar needs her not# 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy llockc: 

Tie cruft by leifure him that mocks me once, 

Thee neuer, nor thytrayt^rous haughty fonues. 

Confederates all thustodilhonour roe. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saiurmm ? Full well Andror.icut 

/wee thefedeeds.with that proud bragged thine, 

Thatfaidftlbegdthe Empireat thy hands. 

Titus. Ouionftrous, what reprochfttll words are thcle. 

Satur. But goethy wayes,goegiuethat changing pceccj 
To him that flourifrt for her with his Tword : 

A valiant Tonne in law thou fralt cnioy, 

One,fit to bandy with thy lawleffe Tonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common- wealth of Rome* 

Titus. Thefe words are razors to my wounded hart *■ 

Sam And therefore lonely Tam or a, Quccoe of Goches, 
That like the ftatdy Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 
Doftoucrfrine the gallant'd Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pJeafd with this my fodainc choy fe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tamer a for my Bride, 

And will create thee EmperefleofRomc* 

Spcake QucencofGothe* doft thou applaud my choy fe? 
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Pried andholy water arelo ncere, 

And tapersburnefo bright, and euery thing 
In readmesfor Hymenens ftand, 

I will not refaiute the ftreets of Rome, 

Or clime my Pailace, til from forth this place, 
Ileadcfpoufdcrriy Biide along with me. 

T Amor a. And heere in fight of heauento Rome I fw care, 
If Saturnine aduancetlicQuceneofGothes, 



Tfje mofl lamentable T ragcdic 

She will a handmaid be to his dtfires, 

AlouingNurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

S at. Afcend fa ire Queene.Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your noble Empermw and his loudy Bride, 

Sent by the heauens for Prince S aturttme, 

Whofewifdome hath her Fortune conquered. 

There Ihall we confummate our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omnes , 

'Titus* I aw not bid to waite vpon thisBridc, 

Tttut v/hen wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Dilhonourcd thus and challenged of wrongs? 

Enter M*rcus and Tuns fonnes. 

Marcus. O Titus fee l O fee what thoe haft done 1 
Ina bad quarrell flame a vertuous fonne. 

Titus. No foolifa Tribune, no : No fonne ofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefc, confederates in the deede, 

That hath dishonoured all our Family, 

Vn worthy brother, and rnwor thy fonnes. 

Lucius . Butlctrsgiuchiinburiall as becomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our brethcrcn. 

Titus . Tray tors away, he refts not in this tombe : 

This monument flue hundreth jr care* hath flood, 

Which I haue fumptuoufly rcedified : 

Heerenone but Souldicrsand Romes Scruitors, 
Repofeinfame :Nonc bafely flainc inbraulcs. 

Bury him where you can he comes not ftecrc. 

Marcus* My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew UWutitss deeds do plead for him. 

He rauft be buried with his bretheren. 

T \tustwofonntsffeaktS. 

And (hall, or him w e will accompany. 

Tttus. And (hall! What villainc was it fpake that word? 
Tit at fonne fpeak.es S 

He that would Touch it in any place but heerc. 
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of T hut An ironic us. 

Tdus What would you bury him in my defpight? 

Marcus. No noble Titus but intreat ofthee, 

Jo pardon Mutius , and to bury him. \ 

Thus. CMarcus , Eucn thou haft ftroke vpon my crelt* 

And with thefeboyes mine honour thou haft wounded, 

My foes I doc repute you euery one. 

So trouble roc no more, but get you gone. 

3. Sonne. Hcisnot with himfelfc, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the fonnes fye elf. 

^Marcus. Brother, for in thatname doth nature plead 
'l.Sonne. Father, and in that name doth na turc fpcake. 

Titus. Spcakethounomorcifall the reft will fpcede. 
c Mur. Renowned Titus more then halfe my foulc. 

Luttus ♦ Dearc Father, foule and fubflance cf vs aiU 
UMarc. Suffer thy brother CMarcus to interte 
His noble nephew hcerc in venues neft. 

That died in honour and Lausnus caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Greekcs vpon aduife did bury Aax 
That flew hknfclfe rand wife Laertes fonne, * 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals: 

Let not young Muiiut then that was thy ioy, 

Be bard his entrance hecre. 

Tuns. Rife Marcus-* rife, 

The tiifroaift day is thisthaterelfaw. 

To be difhonored by my fonnes in Rome: 

Well bury him, andbury me the next. 

They put him tn the Tom be. 

Lucius , Therelic thy bones fweet Matins with thy friend* 
Till w e with Tropbees do adorne thy tombe . 

They all kneel- and fay % 

No man fhed teares tor noble Mutius , 

He hues m fame that didc in vertuts caufe, 

Mxit 






The mofl lamentable TrdgeSe 
Exit all but M arcus and Titus, 
dfarcus. My Lord to ftep outofthefc dririe dumps, 

/ How comes it that the fubtilcQueeneoftjefiwi 

Is of a fodaine thus aduaned in Rome? 

7 i tus* I know not Marcus: but I know it is, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can tell , 

Is /he not then beholding to the man, 

Thatbrought her for this high good turnefo farre? 

Snter the Emperor .Tam or a and her two formes^ with the Moore 
at one doore. Enter at the other do ore Bafsiantts and 
Lamm* with others . 

Saturn. So Bafsidnus, you haue plaid your prize, 

God giuc you ioy fir of your gallant Bride* 

^Balsi. And you of yours my Lord J fay no more, 

Nor wifh no lefle, and fo I cake ray leaue. 

Satur, Tray cor, if Rome haue law, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy faftion fhall repent this Rape* 

Ba/sia. Rapecal!youitmyLord,toceafemyoWnc, 

jMy true betrothed ioue, and now my wife? 
ButletthclawesofRomedetcrmineall, 

M eane while lam poffefl ofthatismine. 

Satur. Tis good fir, you are very /hort with vs, 

But if we line wcele beas fharpe with you. 

B afsian* My Lord, what I haue done asbeft 1 may, 
Anfwere I muft, and fhall do with my life, 

Onel y thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus hecre, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 

That in therefeue of Ltuitva, 

With his owne hand did flay his youngeft fonne. 

In zeale to you,and highly mou’d to wrath# 
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To be contrould in that he frankcly gaue, 

Rcceauc him then to fauour Sat ter nine. 

That hath exprefthimfclfc in all his deedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Titus. Prince Hafsianut lcaac to plead tny deeds , 

Tis thou, and thofc, that haue diflionoured me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue lou d and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora ♦ My worthy Lord if cucr Ta mora 9 
Were gracious in thofc princely eyes of thino» 

Then heare me fpcake indifferently fcrall: 

And at my fute ( fwcctc) pardon what is part. 

Satur* What Madam, be di/honoured openly, 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamora ♦ Not fo my Lord, the Gods of Rome forfend 
I Ihoitld be Author todiflionour you* 

But on mine honour dare 1 vndertake. 

For good Lord Titus innocence in all : 

Whofefury not diffcrobled fpeakes his griefes ; 

Then at my fute lookc gracioufly on him, 

Loofc not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofc, 

Nor with fowre lookes afHift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at laft, 

DifTemblc all your griefes and difeontents, 

You are but newly planted in your Throne* 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too* 

Vpon a iuft furuay take T if*/ part* 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

W hich Rome reputes to be a hainous (Innc. 

Yceld at in treats, and then let me alone 
lie finde a day to mafiacre them all. 

And race their faftion and their familie. 

The crucll Father, and his tray trou sfc ones, 

To w home I ip cd f or my decrefonnes life* 
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And raakethem know whattis to let a Queen# 

/Kneclein the ftreetes, and beg for grace in vainc* 

/ Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Andronicus ) 

\ Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart. 

That dies in ten; pert of thy angry frowne. 

King, Rife Titus, rife, my Emprefle hath prcuaild* 

Thus* Ithankc) oar maieftie,andhermy Lord. 

Thefe words, thefe lookes, infufc new life in me* 

Tamora, Tuui I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And irAiftaduifethe Emperour for hbgood* 

This day all quarrels die An 'home us <> 

And lent berninc honour go :A mv Lord, 

That I haue reconcil’d your friends and you. 

For you Prince Bafsianus, I hauepaft 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 

That you will he more mi ! de and tradable* 

Andfeare not Lords : and you LauinU, 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees* 

You (hall aske pardon of his Maieftie. 

All* Wedos,and vow to heauen, and to his highnes* 
That what we did, was mildly as we might, 

Tendringour fillers honour and our owne. 

CMarc. That or. mine honour hcere Idoproteft. 

K:ng. Away and talkc not, trouble vs no more. 
T<z«?<?r^Nay, nay, fweet Emperour, we mull all be friends 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneelcfor grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King.. Marcus , for thy fake and thy brothers heere, 

And at my lonely Tamoras intreats, 

I doe remit thefe young mens haynousfaul ts, 

Stand vp : Ltniiti * though you left me like a churle* 

I found a friend* and fure as death I {wore, 

I would not part a Batchilcrfrom the pried,* 

Come, 



of Titui Andronicui, 

Come ifthe Emperourscourt can fcaft two Brides? 

You are my gueft £*#»»<<*, and your friends : 

This day flrall be a lone-day Tamtra. 

'fit us. Tomorrow and itpleafeyourMaieltie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 

With home and hound,wce1egiueyourgraceboniour. 

Sown. Be it fo Titus, and gramercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpets, mane t Moore, 

*Aron. Now cliitiethr<jw^ Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes fhot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunder«,crackeor lightning flafh, 

Aduanc’d abcuepale enuies tiueatning reach, 

As when the golden funne falutes themorne, 

A nd hauing giltthe Ocean with his beames, 

Gallops the Zodiacke in liis glittering coach, 

And ouer-lookcs the highefl piering hills. 

So T Amor a- 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waitc* 

And vertuefloepesand trembles at her frowne. 

Then Aton arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thou in triumph long 
Haft prifoncr he!d,fettrcd in 2 morous chaines, 

And fafter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus tideto C/.ucafas. 

Away with flauiih weedes and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright andftiinc in pearleand gold* 

To waite vpon this new made Empercflc* 

To wake fajd 1 ? to wanton with this Quecne, 

This Goddefle,this Scmerimis, this Queene, 

This Sy*en,thatwillcharme Romes Saturnine, 

And fcehisfhipwrackc,and his Common- vycsies. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius Irauiug. 

C 2 D> met. 




The tnojl lamentable T rdgeiie 

'"'T>;met. Chinn thy y ere* want* wit, thy wit want» edge 
//nd manners to intrude where I am grac d, 

^nd may for ought thou know eft atfe& ed be. 

Chiron* D thou dooft oucrwecnc in all, 

\And fo in this, to bearcmcdowncwithbraucs, 

Tis not the difference ofay ere or two 
Makes me lefts gracious, or thee more fortunate s 
lam as able, and as fit asthou, 

To feme, and to deferuc my Miftris grace, 

And that my fword vponchecihall approue, 

And plead my paflions for LaninUs loue. 

Moore Clubs, clubs, thefe louers willnot keep the peace. 
c Deme. Why boy, although our mother ( vnaduizd) 

Gaue you a daunfing rapier by your fidc^ 

Are you fo defprat grownc to threat your friends'* 

Goe too \ haue your lath glued within your (heath. 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chiron . Mcane while fir, with the little skill I hauc. 

Full well (halt thou pcrceiuc how much I dare. 

Dsmet . I boy, grow y e fo braue? they dr4 * . 

A*on. Why how now Lords ? 

So ncerc the Empcrours pallace dare you draw * 

And maintaincfuch a quarscjl openly > 

Full well I wote,th<? ground ofall this grudge, 

1 would not for a million cf gold, 

The caiife were knowne to them it mod concern cs* 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fb diftionorcdin the Court of Rome. 

Forfhameputvp. 

Demet . Not till I haucfhcathd 
My rapier in his bofome, and wichali 
Thruft chefe reprochfull fpccches downe his throat. 

That he hath breathd in my dishonour he ere* 

Chiron* For that I am prepaid, and full refolude, 

Foule 
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Foule fpolcen Coward, that thundreft with thy tongue*- 
And with thy weapon nothing durft perform.. 

Moort, Away 1 fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlike £*i&e/adorc, 

Thii petty brabble w ill vndoo r s all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to ict vpon a Princes right ? 

What is LdHinia then become foloott. 

Or Bafsunut fo degenerate, 

That for her loue fuch quarrels may be broehr^ 

Without confroulement,iufticc,or reuenge? 

YoungLords beware, andfhould the Emprcflc know, 
Thisdifcords ground, the mufickc would not plcafc. 

Chiron. I care not I, knew flic and all the #Dfld, 

Iloue LtHtnia m ore then all the world. (choiie 

‘Demet. Youngling learne thou Co make fomc meaner 
Uuini* is thine cider brothers hope. 

Moore. Why arcyemad ? or know ye notin Rome, 

How furious and impatient they be. 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

Itrilyou Lords, you doc but plot your deaths. 

By this deuife. 

Chnon . Aron, A thoufand deaths would lpropofc a 
Toatchicucher whonael do loue. 

Aron , Toatchieucher,how? 



Demetri. Why, makes thou it fo ftrange* 
Shceis a woman, therefore may be woo’d, 

Shee is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 
Sheci tLauinia therefore mtift belou’d. 
Whatman, more water glideth by themill 
Then woes theMiller of, andcafieit is, 
Ofacutloafcto fiealea friue wcknow : 
Though BafsianHt be the Empcrours brother, 
Better then he hauc wornc V *lca*i badge. 

C 3 
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?Moore. I> and as goo A Sat amine may. 

/ Dewet. Then why fhould he difpaire that knowcs to 
/ With w ords,fairelookes, and liberality? (courtk 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

^ And borne her cleanly by the Keepers note ? 

Moore Why then it feemes focuccertaine fnatch or Co, 
Would ferue your turncs. 

Chiron ♦ 1 fo the turn e were ferued. 
fDernet. Aron thou haft hit it* 

Moore . Would you had hitittoo, 

Then fhould not we be tirdc with this adoo« 

Why harkeyee,harkeyee^and are you fuch fooles. 

To fquai-c for this ? would it offend you then 
That both fhould fpcede 2 
Chiron . Faith not me. 

Demet. Nor me, fo I were one. 

Aron. For fhame be friend s, and ioync for that you iar, 

T is pollicie and ftratagemc muft doe 
That you affeft, and fo muff you refolue, 

That what you cannot as you would atchieue, 

You muft perforce accomplish as you may : 

Take this oCm^Lucrcce was not more chart 

Then this Lauinia, BafstanUs loue. i 

Afpcedier courfethislingringlangnifhment 

Muft we pei fue, and I haue found the path : 

My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 

There will the leucly Roman Ladies troope : 

Theforreft walkcs are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kindc for rape and villanie : 

Single you r hither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home By force if not by words, 

T his way or not at all, ftand you in hope. 

Come, come, cur Empreflc with her facred wit 

To 
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Tovillanieand vengeance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint withall that weintend. 

And fhe /hall file our engines with aduife, 

That will not fuffer you tofquarcyour felues, 
Buttoyourwilhes height aduanccyou both. 

The Emperours court is like the houfe of fame, 

The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, ofcares : 

The woodsare ruthlcs, drcadfull, dcafe, and dull : 

There fpcakej andftrike brauc boyes, andtakeyour turnes 
Th er e fer i! e y ou r 1 u ft, fha dow ed from h ea u ens ey c, 

And reuell in Lausnias treafuric. 

[' Chiron. Thy counfell lad fmclisof nocowardife. 

Demet. Sitfasaut nefas 0 till 1 finde the ftreame. 

To eoole this hear, a charme to calmc their fits. 

ftr$tigia y ]>tr manes father* Exeunt* ; 

£>;/rrTitus AndronicusW his three fonnet, waking 
a noyfe Kithhoundi and hornet, 

Titus. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray, 

The fields are fragrant, and the woods arc greenc, 

Yn couple heere, and let vs ma ke a bay. 

And wake the Emperour, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale, 

That all the court may eccho with the noyfe* 

Eonneslet it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the Emperoursperfon carefully : 

Ihauebene troubled in my fleepethisnighr, 
Butdawningday new comforthath infpirdc. 

Heere a dry ofhoundes , and xvinde hornes in a peale^ then enter 
S*!HrnintiS t Tamora* Baffianus Lauinia y Chirott^De- 
metuus^and their Attendants. 

Titus. Many good morrowes toyouruiaieftie, 

Madam to you as many and as good . 

Iprcmifedyour Grace, a Hunter* pealc, 

Satur • 
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\SAtunint. And you hauerung ic loftily my Lords, 
Somewhat to early fornew married Ladies, 

Bafsuu L*utnn> how fay your 1 (more; 

Lanma* 1 fay no :I haue bcnc broad awake twohourcs & 
Sat nr* Come on then, horfe and C hariots let vs hauc. 
And to our fport: Madam, now flialiycfcct 
Our Romainc hunting. 

Marcus I haue doggs my Lord, 

Will rouzc the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top* 

Tit hi. And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and lunnes like fwallowcs ore the plain*. 

Peme* Chiron we hunt not we,with horfe nor hound 
But hope to pluckc a|dainty Doe to ground* Exeunt* 



Moore. He that had wit would thinkc that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold vndcr a tree, 

Andncuer after to inherited. 

Let him that thinks of me fo abicftly , 

Know that thisgold mud coinea fhatagemei 
Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent peccc of vill any : 

And fo repo fie fwcct gold for their vnreft. 

That hauetheir alrnes out of the EmprelTc Chert. 

Enter Tumor 4 alone to the iJltoere* 

Tamer a. My loucly Aron, wherefore look'd thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a glcefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bufh. 

The Snake lies rolled in the chcarcfull funne, 

The greencleaues quiuer with the cooling wind*, 
Andnaakcacheckcrd Aiadow on the ground 2 
Vnder their fweet (hade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft thebabling Ecchoc mocks the hounds. 
Replying fhiilly to the \y ell tun'd homes, 
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Asifa doublchunt wereheard at once. 

Let vs fit downe and marke their yellowing noyfe: 

And after conflict. fuch as was Rppofdc 
The wandringPrince and Dido o cc enioyed, 

When with a happy florme they were furprifde, 

And curtaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 

(Ourpaftimcsdone) poflefle a golden {lumber. 

Whiles hounds and hornes,and fweet melodious birds 

Ecvnrov>asisaNurfesfong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe aflcepc. 

Aron * Madame, the ugh T whs gouerne your dcurcs* 

Satptrne is dorninator ouer mine : 

W ha' fignifn s roy deadly ftanding eye, 

My fi lent e,and my cloudy melancholic, 

My fleece of Woolly haire that now YncurleSj 
fcuen as an Adder when flic doth vnrowle 
To do fomcfatall execution > 

No Madam, thele are no veneriall fignes. 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and reuengc are hammering in thy head* 

H arke Tamo? a the Emprefle of my (oule. 

Which ncuer hopes more heauen thenreflsinthce,. 

This is the day of doomc for Bafsianus, 

His?^WWmuftloofe her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her ebaftiry. 

And wafluheir hands in b affianus blood* 

Sceil thou this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 

Andgiue the King thisfa tall plotted fcrowle, 

Now quertion me no n ore we are cfpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of our hopeful l be oty, 

Which dreads not yet their hues dcftru&ion* 

Enter Baflianus^ Lauinia 
Tamora* Ahmyfwcetc ^/«w,fwc«erComethenlifc. : 

D Moore ♦ 
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, Moore, Nomc>rcgrcatEnipTcffG, , 2?4//M^/coirc5 5 
/At erode with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
/ Tobackcthy quarrcll what foere they be# 

Bafts*. Who hauc we hcere? Homes royall Erapreffc* 

^ Vnfurnifotofour wellbefeetningtroopc * 

Oris it Dtxn habited I i ke her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To fee thegencrall hunting in thisForred^ 

Turnon u Sawciecontroulerofourpriuatcflepi, 

Had I thepower r that feme fay Dian had, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently, 

With hot lies as was A3eom % tf\6 the hounds. 

Should driue vpon hisnevy tranffbrmed limbci, 
Vnmanncrlv intruder as thou art. 

LantwA, Vnder your patience gentle F.mpreffe, 

Tis thought you hauc a goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you,- 

Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

lone fhicld your husband from his hounds to day* 

Tis pitty they (houlcj take him fera Stag# 

Baf start. Beleeue me Qucene ) ourfwarty Cymcrion, 

Doth make your honour ofhis bodies hue, 

Spotted, deteded, and abhominable* 

Why areyoufequedred from all your trains ? 

Didno utued fro ru your fnow white goodly deed* 

And wandred hither- to an obfcureplot, 

Accompanird with a barbarous Moore , 
Itlouledefirchadnor conduced you ? 

L&utnia, A nd being intercepted in your fpcirt,. 

Great reafon that my noble Lord berated 
For fim fines, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her toy bcxRauen cu’lourcd lone* 

T his valley fits thepurpofe patting well, 

Btfsia, The Iungmy brother fliall hauenoti ce of this#. 

LaHinfjmh 



of Titus Anironiciis'. 

luinU. I.for thefe flips haue made him noted long^ 

GoodKingtobefomightilyabufed. 

Q»eiue. Why I ha ue patienceto endure all thifc 
Enter Chiron and T> eme trite '♦ 

Dem. How now deerefoueraigne&our gracious mother 
Why doth your Highnej looke fopalc and wan? 

gueent. Haue I not reafon thinke you to looke pale 
Thefe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren,dttefted val e you feeit is, 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlorne and leane, 

Orccome with mofle and balefullMiffelto. 

He#re neuer Ihines the Sunne,hccre nothingbreedfj 
Vnlelfc the nightly O wle or fatall Rauen : 

And when they fhowdme this abhorred pit. 

They told me hecreat dead time of the night, 

A thoefand feinds, a thoufand hiding fnakes, 

Ten thoufand fweUing toades, as many vrehins, 

Would makcfuchfcarefull and confufed cries. 

As any moitall body hearing it 

Should ttraitc fall mad,orelfediefuddainely« 

No fooncr had they told this hcllifli tale, 

But ftrait they told me they would biftdetne hccrc, 

Vnto the body of adifmall Ewe, 

And leaue me to this miserable death* 

And then they calldme foulcadultcrcfle, 

Lafciuious Goth, and all the bittereft tcarmes. 

That euer care did heart to fuch effeft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come* 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Orbe yenot henceforth caldmy children. 

Dcmet. Tbisisa witnes that I am thy fonne. jtabhim* 
Chiron ♦ And this for meftrookhometofhewmy flrcngth 
hwxniAs 1 come Scmcramis, nay Bar berousTamora. _ 

J) 2 " For 
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ifornonamefitA thy nature but riiy o-wnc. 

- T imora- Giue me thy pony ard, you Thai know my boyes 
Your mothers hand fhall right your mothers wrong. 
Dimer. Siay Madam ,heerc is more belongsto her, 
lirfl: thrafh thecorne.thenafterburnetheftraw ; 
Thisminidti flood vpon her chaffey* 

VpouhcrNupriall voWjherloyaltie. 

And with that pairtedhop^brauesyourmightmes, 

And Hull fhecarry this Vnco her graue? 

Chiron. And if lire doc, Iwould L were anEueouke, 
Drag hence her husband tofomefccreth de, 

And make hi* dead trunke pillow to our luft. 

T amor a. But when ye haue the honny wc defire. 

Let not this wafpeout-liuevs b th to fling. 

£hiron. I vvarraht you Madam wc will make that fiirc# 
Come miftris, now perforce we will enjoy, 

JT hat nice preferued honeflie of yours. 

Laninia. Oh Thaw*, thou beared a womans face. 
Tamora . I will not heare her fpeakc, aw ay with her. 
Lanin*. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word. 
Dewct. Liften faire Madam, let it be your glory 
To fee her tearcs, but be your hart to them 
Asvnrelenting flint to drops ofraine. 

Lauinia. When did the Tigers you it* ones teach the dam? 
Odocnoc learneher wrath, flietaughtit thee, 

The milke thou fuckftfrom her did tumeto Marble, 

Eucn at thy teat thou hadftrby tyranny, 

Ycteuery Mother breeds not Tonnes alike, 

, Da thou intreat her fhew a woman pitty. (baftard 

Chiron. What would ft thou haue me prouemy felfea 
Liininia ♦ Tis true,the Raucn doth not hatch a Larke, 

Yef haucl heard,Oh could IfindeiC now, 

Thel ionmoued with pitty, didindurc 
To haue hs p riacely pa w es pardc all away. 
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. mf fay that Rauens fofter forlomechildren, 

whllft chetrowne birds familh in their nefta s 

0 h be to methough thy hard hart (iy no, 

/ .uirt*. O h lct “' etcach thee for m >' fathe n t5 { * kC l e 
ThaSe 'facelift when well be might haueflame thee, 

B c nocobdurate, open thy deaf? cares. 

Tomor*. Hadft thou in perfon note offended me, 

Ftienfor hisfakeani 1 pittilefle. 
lemember boyes Ipowrd forth tearesin varae. 

To faueyotm brother from the facrifice, 

Rnt fierce Aairmetu would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and WlH ’ 

The worfe to her, the better lou d ot me. 

^Lauinia. OKT»mora be callda g«nt e(^eene, 

And with thine owne hands kill mein thtspU c, 

For tis not life that I haue begd fo l ong, ^ 

Pooie I was flaine VihenTuffianfa dide. 

Tumor a. What Btgft thou then? fond woman let me goc? 
uZu ln prefent death 1 beg, and one thing more, 

That womanhood denies mytongue to tel . 

Oh keepeme frem their worfethen kilhnglutt. 

And tumble me into feme loathfome pit. 

Where neuermanseyemay behold my body. 

Doe this and be a chantable murderer. . , 

Tamora. So Ihould I rob my fw eet fonnes of their f«, 

No.let them fatiffie their luli on thee. 

Demit. Away, for thou haft Raid vs heere too Ion 0 » 
Laumia. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftiy cicature, 
The blot and eneniy to our gencrall name , . 

Confufion fall—— ... f ££ cr 

Chiron. Nay then Tie flop your mouth, bun gthouher 

!T his is the hole w Here Aron b^d vs hide him. ^ a mrtt 
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Tamora. Farewell my fonnes fee that you make herfuge, 
Nereletmy hart know merry cheere indeed, 

T ill al 1 the Adronicie be made a way : 

Now will I hence to feekemy loucly Moore* 

And let my fpleenefull fonnes this Trull dcflourc t 
Enter Aronwith two of Tit us fonnes* 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight will 1 bring you to the lothfonacpit, 

Where I cfpied the Panther faft aflcepc. 

Quintus. My fight is very dull what ere it bodes* 
c Mart, And mine I promife you, wereitnot for fhame. 
Well could I Icauc our fport to fleepe a while* 

Quin. What arc thou fallen? w hat fubtile hole is this, 
Whofe mouth iscoucrcdwith rude growing briers, 

Vpon whofc lcaues are drops of newfhed blood. 

As frcfii asmorning s dc w difWd on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to me, 

Speake brother haft thou hurt thee with the falls 
Marti. Oh brother, withthe difmalft obiett. 

That cucr eye with fight made hart lament* 

Aron. Now will I fetch the King to findethem hecrc,' 
That he thereby may hauc a likely geffe. 

How thefe were they that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti. Whydoft not comfort me and h cl pc me out, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint* I am furprifed with an vneouth fcare, 

A chilling fwcat o reruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hare fufpetts more then mine eie can fee. 

Mart. To prouethou haft a true diuining hart# 

Aronand thou lookedowne into this den. 

And fee* fearcfull fight of blood and death. 

Quint. -r4rs»isgonc,andmycompaffionatchyt. 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife a 
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Oh tell me how it is, for ncre till now 

Was I a child, to feare I know not what. 

Marrius. Lord Buffi^nueVtcs embrewcdhee&c, 

All on a heape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

]n this detefted darke bleed drinking pit. 

Ifit be darke how dooft thosi know tis he* 
Martins. V pen his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fome monument, 

Doth Ihine vpon the dcadmans earthly chcikes. 

And (hewes the ragged intrailes of this pit : 

So pale did ahinc the Moone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay bath’d in Maiden blood, 

0 brother hclpeme with thy fainting hand, 

Iffearc hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 

Outot this fell dcuouring receptacle, 

As hat^full as Oc//#jmiftic mouth* 

Quin* Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out, 
oTwanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, 

1 may bepfuckt into the fallowing wombe, 

Ofthis deepc pit, poorc B afuanus graue : 

1 haue no ftrength to pluc ke thee to the brink. 
dUrnu'. Nor 1 no ftrength to clime without thy hclpT 
Quin. Thy handorree more, I will notloofcagainc, 

Till thou «irt hcerc aloft, or 1 below, 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee* 

Enter tbeEmperour , Aronthe Moore, 

Satur. Along with me, lie fee what Hold shccrc* 

And what he is that now is leapt info it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend., 

Into this gaping holloa ofthe earth? 

Martins. The vnhappic fonneofold Andromcuj t , 
Brought hitherin a molt vnluckic houre, 

To j 
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To finde thy brother Baf tonus dead. _ ' 

Saturnin. My brother dead, I know thou doll but left, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Ypon the north fide of thi> pleafant chafe, 

Tis not anhoure finct I left him there. 

OWarr. We know not where ycu leftthem all aliuc, 

But out alas, heere hauewe found him dead# 

Enter TamoY* y A dronicHiand LutyUS. 

Tamora. Where is my Lord the King * ; 

Kin*. Here Tamora^ though grieud with killing griefe. 
Tamora. Whereis thy brotl er BafsianutZ 
Kina* Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, 
PooreBaftianu) heere liesmurthered# 

T amor at. Then all toolate I bring this fatal writ# 
Thecomplot of this timdes Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

In pieafing fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic# 

* Shegweth Saturnine a Letter. 

S at uminus reads the Letter . 

Andifwe mijfe to meete him hanf jrrtelj/y 
Sweet tis we meane y 

Dee thou fo much as dig the grant for him, 

Thou tyiowft our meaning, lookffor thy reward. 

A mong the nettles at the Elder tr ee, 

Which ouer-(liades the mouth of that fame pi t y . 
fV^erc we decreed to bury Baflianus* 

Doe this and purchaje vs thy lofting friends . 

King. Oh Tamora was euer heard the like ? 

This is the pit.and this the elder tree , 

Looks firs lfyou can finde the huntfman out. 

That fliould hauemurthered 'Bafsiantts heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of gold# 

King 
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King* Two ofthy'whelpes, fell curs ofbloody k!nJc, 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vneo the prifon, 

Theielet them bide vntillwehauedeuifd 
Some newer heard-of tortering paine for them# 

Tamora # What aretheyin this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
How ealily murder is difeouered ? 

Tttus. High Emperour vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone, with tcares not lightly fired. 

That this fell fault efmy accurfed fonnes, 

Accurfcd, if the faults be proud in them# 

King. Ifitbeprou’de! you fee it is apparant, 

■Who found this letter, Tamora was it you? 

Tamora . Andronicus himfclfe did take it vp. 

Titus. I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 

Tor by my Fathers rcuerent tombe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnes w ill. 

To aunfwcrc their fufpition with their liues# 

King* Thou fhalt not baile them, fee thou follow me* 
Some bring the murthcred body, fomc the murtherers. 

Let them not fpeake a word, the guilt is plainc, 

For by my foule, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed# 

Tamora . Andromcus 1 wil entreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they fhall do well enough# 

T it us . Come Lucius come, flay not to talke with them. 
Enter the Empreffefonnes^with Lauinia, her hands cut off 

and her tongue cut out y andr outfit. 

Demet . So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauilht thee. 

Chiron . Write downe thy minde^bewray thy meaning fo, 
Andifthyftumpes will let theeplay theferibe. 

Demet . See how with (ignesand tokens flic can fcrowle, 
fkron. Goe home, call for fweet water, waft th y hands* 

E Demet. 
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Verne* She hath no tongue to call* nor hands to wafli, 
And fo lets leaueher to her filent walkes. 

Chiron ♦ And twere my caufe,I (hould goe hang my felfe. 

Detnct. If thou hadft hands to hdpe thee knit the cord. 

Enter Marcus from hunting. 

Who is this my Neecc that flies away fo fafll 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 

Ifldodreame would all my wealth would wake me, 

If I doc wake, fome Planet ftrikemedowne. 

That I may {lumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Ncece, what flerne vngentle hands. 

Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments 
Whofe circling fhadowes, Kings hauc fought to fleepe in, i 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
Ashalfethy loucj Why dooft not fpeake tome £ 

Alas, a crimfon riuer of warme blood, 
Liketoabublingfountaineftird with winde. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy honny breath# 

But fure fome Tereus hath denoured thee. 

And leaft thou (houldtt detett them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft a way thy face for {hame. 

And notwithfta nding all this Ioffe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their ifliiing fpouts, 

Y et doe thy cheekcs looke red as T ttans face, 

Blufliing to bcencountrcd with a clowde. 

Shall I fpeake for thee, (hall I fay tis fo f 
Oil that I knew thy hart,and knew the bead, 

Thac Imightraileathim toeafemy minde# 

Sorrow concealed, like an Oucn ftopt. 

Doth burnc the h art to cinders w here it is# 

Faire PhilomelU fhe but loft her tongue, 

Andin a tedious fampler fowed her minde# 
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Butloucly Neece, that mcane is cut from thec; 

A craftier Tereus haft thou met. 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 

That could haue better fowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the monftcr feenc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleauesvpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiffe them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life# 

Or had he heard the heau^nly Harmony, 

Which that f veet tongue hath made : 

3rfk would haue dropc his knife and fell afleepe, 

As Cerberus at the T hracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will bhndea fathers eye. 

One houres ftorme will drownethe fragrant meades, 

Whai will wholcmonthsoftearcsthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw bac kc,for we will mourne with thee. 

Oh could our moumingcafe thy nufcry. Exeunt 

Enter the Judges and Senatourt with Titus twofonnes bounds 
paff'ng on the Stage to i he place of execution, and Titus going be* 
fore pleading* 

T ifuj, Hearemc graue fathers, noble Tribunes flay, 

For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you ft curtly flept. 

For ail my blood in Romes great quarrell fhed, 

For all the frofty nights (hat 1 haue watcht, 

A nd for chcfe bitter tea) es, w Inch no v you fee, 

Filling the aged wrink les in my checkes. 

Be pittifull to my condenint d Sonnes, 

"Whofe foules is not corrupts d as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes 1 neurr wept, 

Btcaufethey died in honours lofty bed. 

Aadrontcm Ijeth dewne^and the Judges pajfe b) him. 

E 2 For 
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Forthcfc,Tribunc»jin the dufll write 

My harts deepe languor* and my foules fad tcares : 

Let my tcares (lanch the earths dric appetite. 

My fonnes fwcet blood, will make it fhamc and blu/h : 

O earth, I will befriend thcemorewith raine 
That (hall diftillfrom thefe twoarxient ruines, 

Then yourhfull Aprill lliall with all his flhowres. 

In Summcrfrdrought, lie drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warmc tcares lie melt the fnow* 

Andkeepe eternall fpring time on thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my decre fonnes blood; 

Enter Luc ins , with his weapon dr awne* 

Oh reucrent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

V nbinde my fonnes, reuerfe the doome of deaths 
And let me fay (that reuer we pt before) 

My tcares are now preuailing Oratours, 

Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vainc^ 

The Tribunes hcarcyou not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrovves to a (lone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let meplead, 

Graue Tribune sconce more I intrrat ofyou. 

Lucius, My gracious Lord, no Tribune h ear es you fpcak* 
Titus . Why tis no master man, ifthey didheare 
They would not matke me, or it they did marke, 
Allbootleflevntothem* 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the (loner. 

Who though they cannot anfwere my diftrelfe, 

Yet in fbmefort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my talc : 

When I doe weepe, they humbly at my fecte, 

Receiucmy teare^andfeemeto wcepe with me, 

And were they but attired in graue vveedcs, 

Rome could afford ns Tribune like to thefe, 

A 
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A (lone h f°fc as wa xcSfribwui more hard then (tones : 

A (tone is filent, and often deth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death. 

Bu t wherefore llandft thou with thy weapon drawne? 

* Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death, 

For which attempt thcludges haue pronounft 
My euerlafting doome of banifliment. 

Tuns- O happy man, they hauebefnended thee. 

Why foolifh Lacms, doff thou not perceaue 

That Romeis but a wildernes of Tigers ? 

Timers muft prey, and Rome affordsno prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then. 

From thefe deuourerstobebamihed? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus heere? 

Enter Marcus and Lanina. 

CMarctts. Titus , prepare thy noble eyes toweepe, 

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breake : 

1 brin CT confumingforrow to thine age. 

Titus. Will itconfuroemc? Let me fee it then, 
iJMarc. This was thy daughter, 

Titm , Why Marcus fo fhe is. 

Lucius. Ayeroe, thisobieftkils me. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vpon her* 
Speake £<*#:»*•*» what accurfcd hand, 

Hath made thee handleffein thy Fathers fight? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy 5 
My griefe was at the heightbefbre thou catnft, 

And° now like Nyln i it difdaineth bounds : 

Giueme afword lie chop off my hands too, 

For they hauefought for Rome, and all in vaihe : 

Andthej hauenurft this woe, infeeding life*. 

In boo’elefleprayerhauc they bene held vp, 

Andthey hrtueferu’dmetoeffeftlellevf*, 

E 3 Now 
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Now all thefcruicelrequircofchem, 

Js that theone will bclpetocut the other? 

Tidwell L zuirra that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to do Rome feruice,is but vaine* 

- Lvictfis « Speakegtr tie filter who hath mar ter d thee $ 
rJMarctn. O that delightful 1 engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fucb pleafing eloquence, 
h torne from forth that prt tty hollow cage* 

Where like a fweet mellodicusbird itfung* 

Sweet varied notesinchauntiog euery eare. 

Lucius. Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
iJMarc. Oh thus 1 found her (Graying in thePaike, 
Seeking ro hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude (nwe vnrecuting wound, 

Titus. It was my Dearc, and he that wounded her* 
Hath burr memorerhen had hekild me dead: 

For now I Rand as one vpon a Rock* 

Inuirond with a wildernes of Sea, 

Whomarkes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue* 
Expelling cuer whenfomeem ious furge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my vi retched fonnes are gone, 

Heere ftandsmy otherlonnc>abaniilitinan, 

And heeremy brotherweepingatmy wots * 

Bu tthat which giues my foule the gicattft fpurne* 

Is deere Lausma, deeier then my (oule. 

Had 1 butfeenethy pi&urcin this plight, 

3t would haue madded me : what ihali 1 doe* 

Nowc I bcholdc ihy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipeaway thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me w ho hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
J hv brothersare condemnde,and dead by this, 

Looke Mar ah fQjine Lucius looke on her, 

^ When 
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When I did name her brothers, then frefh teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, , 

Vponagathrcd Lillie almoft withered. (husband, 

ijMare. Perchanccfhe weepesbecaufe they -aid her 

Perchance bccaufc Che knowes him innocent* c .. 

Titus. If they did kill thy husband then be roytull, 
Becaufethclaw hath tanerettengeon them. 

No, no, they Would not do^fo f oule 'a deede, 

Witnes the for row that their lifter makes* 

Gentle Lauinta let me ki(Te thy lips, 
Ormakefomefignehow I may do theeeafes 
Shall thy good Vnde, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Founcaine, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our cheekes 
How they areftaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery dime left on them by a flood? 

And in the Fountaioe fhall w e gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh tafte be taken from that cleerencs* 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall we bite our tongues*and in dumbe fhcWS 
Pafle the remainder of out hatefull daies? 

What fhall we doe? letvsthathaue ourtongucs 
Plot fome dcuife of further mifery 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

Lui'u Sweetfatherceafe your teares, for at yourgriefe 
See how my wretched lifter fobs and weeps. 

Mart . Patience deere Necce, good Titus drie thine eyes* 

’ Titus . Ah Afarcus y MarcuS) Brother well I wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a tcare of mine* 

For thou pocre man haft drowndit with tbineowne* 

Luci* Ah my Latmia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Titus . Mark^*rc«jmarke,Ivnderftandber fignes, 

Had fhe a tongue to fpeake* now would Hie fay 
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That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with hertruetcaresall be wet. 

Can do no feruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 

Oh what a Gmpathy of woe is thi 5 ! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo isfrom blifTe. 

Enter Arontloe Moore alone . 

Moore . Tim Andronicus, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, 

Let Marcus, Lucius ^ or thy felfe old Titus f 
Or any one ofyou, chop off your hand. 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

■Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliuc, 

And that fhall be the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grecious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 7 
Did cuer Ranen fing fo like a Larke, 

That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff ? 

Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine , 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not befent : my hand will ferue the turne, 

JMy youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And there fore min c fhall fa ue my brothers liues. 

CMarc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftruflion on the enemies Caflle i 
Oh none ofboth but are ofhigh defert : 

My handhath benebutidle,!etit ferue 
T o raunfomc my two nephewes from their death, 

Then haue I kept it to a w orthy end# 

Moore. Nay come agree who fe hand /hall goe along, 
rorfearethey die before their pardon come# 

Marcus . My hand fhall goe. 

Lucius* By hcauenit (hall not goe# 
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Titus, Sirsflriueno more,fuch withred hearts as thefc 
Arc mec te for plucking vp, and therefore mine# 

Luciu. SwcetFather,ifIfhallbe thought thy fonne, 
Letmercdeemcmy brothers both from death. ^ 

Marcus # And for our fathers fake, and mothers care. 

Now let me fhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus . Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand# 

Lucius , Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 
t Marc. But I will vfc the Axe. Exeunt* 

T it us* Comehither Aron , lie decciue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giuc theemine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft, 

Andneucr whilftlliuedcceiuemenfo; 

But lie dccciue you in another fort. 

And that youlc fay ere halfc an houre pane* 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus a gains* 

Titus. Now ftay your ftrife, what fliallbeisdifpatcht# 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand. 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers; bid him bury it: 

More hath it merrited : That let it hauc. 

Asfor my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

A s icwels purchaft at an eafie price, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne# 

Aron. I goe Andronicus , and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to baue thy fonnes with thee# 

Their headsl mcanc : Oh how this villany. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it# 

Letfooles doc good, and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his fouleblacke like his face# 1 Exit # 

F Titus 
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Titnu O hecrc I lift this one hand vp to hcauen* 

And bow thisfceblcruinc to the earth, 

If any power pittics wretched teares, 

To that I call j what would tfiou knecle with me? 

Doc then deare heart, for hcauen fhall hearc our prayers. 
Or with our fighs wecle breath the welkin dimme> 

And ftaincthe funne with foggeas fomedme eloudes, 
When they do hug him in their melting bofotnes. 

M arcus. Oh hrother fpeake with poflibilitics, 

And do not breake into thefc deepeextreames, 

Titus. Is net my forro w deepe* hawing no bottome ? 
Then be my pafliosbottomleflc with them# / 

Marcus . But > ct let reafon goucrncthy lament. 

Titus. If there were reafon for thefc mi fcrics, 

Then into limits could I bindc my woes: 

"When hcauen doth wcepe, doth not the earth oreflow T 
Ifthewindes rage, dothnotthefea waxraad, * 
Threading the welkin with his bigfwolne face l 
And wilt thou hauea reafon for this coile? 
lamthcfea. Harkc how her Cghcs doc flow : 

Slice is the weeping w elkiD) I the earth ; 

Thenmtift my Sea be rooued with her fishes, 
Thenmuftmy earth with her canfinualltcarcs,. 

Become a deluge : ouerflovved and drowned : 

Forwhy, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue me leaue, lor loofers will haue leaue. 

To eafetheir ftomackes with their bitter tongues. 

Enter a mejfenger with two heads and a hand. ' 

Meffen. Worthy Andronicsts , ill art thou repaid, 
tor that good hand thou fentft theEmperour: 
r.'. cere are the heads of thy two noblefonnes, 

And 
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And heeresthy hand in fcorne to thee fentbacbe : 

Thy griefes theiriports :'Thy refolution mockt : 

That woe isme td thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remcmbranceofmy fathers death. Ex$t. 

CWarc. Now let hot iEtpa code in Cicilie, 

And be my hart an euer-burning hell : 

Thefc miferies are more then may be borne. 

To wcepe with them that wcepe, doth cafcfome deale, 

But forrow floated at, is double death. 

Lnci. Ah that this fight ihould make fo deepe a wound, 
And yet detefted life not flirinke thereat : 

That euer death fhould Ictlife bcarehis name. 

Where life hath no moreintereft but to breath. 

Marc. Alas poore hart thackifle is comfortleffe, 

Asfrozen watertoaftaruedfnake. ‘ 

Titus. When will this fearefull {lumber haue an end* 
tMar. Now farewell flatterie, die Atsdronicsu, 

Thou doft not {lumber, fee thy twofonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hcerc » 

Thy other baniftitfonnewith this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodl effe, and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and nutnme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes* 

R ent of thy filucr hairc, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to ftormc, why art thou ftill? 

Titnu Ha,ha,ha* . f f . t 

Marc. Why doft chou Iaugh. ? it fits not with thu hourc# 
Titus. Why Ihauc not another tcarcto ftied : 

Befides, this forrow isanenemic, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blind e with tribu taric teares# 

Then which way IhalllfindeRcuenges Cauc? 

F 2 Fot, 
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For tbefe two heads doefeeme to fpeake to me* 

And threat me, I fhall neucr come to blifle, 

Till all thefemifehiefesbe returnd againe, 

Eucn in their throats that haue committed them* 

- Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe , 

You heauiepeoplc, circle me about, 

That I may curnemeto each one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foulc toright your wrongs, 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauini* thoufihalt bcimploydinthefeArmes, 

Beare thou my hand fweet wench betweene thy teeth s 
As for thee boy, goe get thee from ray fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay, 

Hie to theGW6rf,andraifeanarmy there. 

And if you lone me, as I thinke you doe. 

Let's kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt o 

Luciuu Farwell Andronicus my noble Fathers 
The wofulft man that eucr liudein Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe. 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell La Hint a my noble lifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft bene. 

But now nor Luckts nor Laumia liues 
But in obliuion and hatcfoll griefes : 

If Lucius liuc he will requite y our w rotigs, 

And make proud Saturnine and his Emprcffe 
Beg at the gates li kc T*rquin and bis Queenc* 

Now willl to theGothes andraife a power, 

To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine. 

Exit Lucius, 
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Enter Lucius fottne 'and Lauinia running after him, and 
the boj flits from her wit h his bookes vnder 
his arme . 

Enter Titus and Marcus * 

Puer. Helpe Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Lauinia, 
polio wc$ me eueiy where I know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwift fhe comes, 

Alas fweet Aunt, Iknownotwhatyou meane. , 

Marcu . Standby me Lucius , doe not feare thine aunt. 

Titus. She loues thee boy too well to dotheebarme. 

Puer. I When my father was in Rome flic did. 

Marcus What meancs my Neece Lauinta by thefe lxgnes. 

* Titus. Feareher not Lucius fomewhat doth (he mcanc. 
See Lucius fee, how much Ihe makes of thee.- 
Some whether would Ihe haue thee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care r 

Red to her fonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poetry, and Tullies Oratour : — .„. : - 

Canft thoo roc geffe wherefore die plies thee thus? ■ 

Puer. My Lord I know not I,nor can I geffe, 
Vnlefl'efomeiitorfrcnzie.dopoffefieher: ... 

For Ihauc heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extretnitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Hecuba of Troy, ^ 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as eremy mother did, 

Andwouldnotbutinfuryfrightmy youth. 

Which roademedowne to throw my bookes and flic* 

Caufles perhaps, but pardon me fweet Aunt, 

And Madam, it my Vncle Marcus goe, 
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• I will molt willingly attend your Lad yfhip. 

Marc* Lucius I will* 

Titus , How now-Lauinia, Marcus what meanes this? 
Some booke there is that flic defircs to feet 
Which is it girlc of thefe? open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choyfc of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow;till the heauens 1 
Rcuealc the dambd contriuerof this deede* 

Why lifts (he vp her armes in fequcnce thus ? 

More, I thinke (hcmcanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fad, 1 more there was : 

Or clfe toheauen (hcheaucs them for reuenge* 

Titus . Lucius what bookc is that (he toffetn fo f 
Tuer* Grandficr tis Quids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me ♦ 
tJMarc. For loue of her thats gone. 

Perhaps (he culd it from among the reft* 

Titus. Sofc,fo bufily ftcturncstheleaues, 

Helpe her, what would (he findc? Lauinia {hall Iread ? 

Thisis the tragicke talcpf Phtlom 

And triates olTereus treafon and his rape, 

And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

AfttrcfS* c brother fee note how (he quotes the leaucs* 
Titus. Lauima,wertthovi thus furprizdfwect girlc, 
Rauilhtandwrongdas Philomela was, 

Forcd in the ruthlefle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 

See, fee, 1 fuch aplace there is where we did hunt, 

(O hadwencucr, ncuer hunted there) 

Patterndby that the Poet hecre deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why (houldnaturebuildfofouleadcn, 

Vnleffe the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

Tit. Giue fignes fweet girlc for hecrc arc nonebut friends* 

What 
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What Romane Lord it was durft do the de ed e * 

Or flonke not Saturnine, asTarejain erft. 

Thatleft the Campe to finne in Lucrece bed. 

Mart, Sit downe fweetNeece, brother lit downe hy me, 

Jp polity T alias. font, ot Mercury, 

Infpireme that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord looke hcere.lookc heerc Lauinia, 

He rentes bis T^jme with htsfleffe, and guides it 
withfeeteandmoutb. 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide i f thou canft 
This after me, 1 hauf.wri t my name, 

Without the helpe ofany hand at all. 

Curft be that hart that forll vs to this fhift : 

Write thou good Neece, and hceredifplay at laft, 

What God will haue difeouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 

That we may know the tray tors and the truth. 

She take * the fiaffe in her mouth, and guides tt with her 
ftumpes, and writes, 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
Stuprum. Chiron , Demetrius, 

Marc, What, what, the luflfull fonnes of Tamora , 
Performersof thishainous bloody deedei 
Titus. Magns Dommatorpoli, t- \ , 

Tam lent us audts fcelera t tam lentus vides? , * 

Marci Oh calme theegentle Lord, altli— I know 
There is enough written vpon this earth. 

To flirre amutenie in the roildeft thoughts. 

And arme the na indes of infants to cxclaimes. 

My Lord kncelc downe with me,- Lastsnia kncele, 
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And kncclc fwcete boy, the Romainc Hcftorshope, 
And fweare with me, as with the wofull feerc, 

And father of that chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord lunius 'Brutus fweare for Lucre.ce rape. 

That wc will prcfccute by goodaduife 
Mortal! reuenge vpon thefe tray terous Gothcs, 

And fee their blood, or die with this reproch. 

Titus. Tis furc enough, and you knew how. 

Rut if you hunt thefe Bcare whelpes then beware. 

The Dam will wake, and if (he winde yo u once, 
Shee’s with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lulls him whilft fhe playcth on her back. 

And when he fleepcs will fhe do what fhe lift. 
Youarcayounghuntfmanc^nw, let it alone. 

And come I will goe get a leafe of brafTe, 

And with a gad of ftecle will write thefe words, 

And lay it by : thcangry Northerne winde. 

Will blow thefe fands like £i^/ileaucs abroad, 

And wheres your lcflon then, boy what fay you 2 
Pucrl fay nty Lord, that if I werca man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhtfuid not be fafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yo^kc ofRome. 

fJMarc. I thats my boy, thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country done the like. 

Puer . And Vncklc fo will I, and if I liue* 

Titus . Comcgoc withmeintominc Armoric* 
Lucius lie fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from r to the Emprefle fonnes, 

Prefcnts that I i; > d to fend them both. 

Come, come, do th y mefTage, wilt thou not? 

Pucr. I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfier, 
Tuns. No boy not fo, lie teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia come, CMarcus looke to my houfe, 

Lucius and lie goe biauc i t at the Cour t. 
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I marry will we fir, and wcele be w aited on 0 Exeunt* 

CMurc. O hcauens ! can you hcarc a good man gronc 
And not relent, or not compaffion him ? 

CM/trcus attend him in hisextafie, 

That hath more fears offorrow in his hart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon his batrred fhield, 

But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge, 

Reuenge the heauens for old Andromcui* Exit 

Enter Aron y Chiron and Demetrius atone dore , and at another 
dor e young Lucius and anot herewith a bundle of 
weapons y and verges writ vpon them • 

fhiron. Demetrius heercs thefonneof Lucius y 
He hath fome mefTage to dcliuer vs* 

Aron . I fome mad mefTage from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblcncs I may, 

I grcetc your honours from Andromcus f 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both* 

Deme. Gramercie lonely Lucius, vt hat’s the newest 
Puer. That you arc both decipherd, that’s the newes, 
Forvillaincsmarkt with rape. May itpleafeyou, 

My Grandfier well aduifde hath fent by me, 

Thegoodlicft weaponsofhis Armorie, 

To gratifieyour honourable youth 
The hope of Rome,forfo he bad me fay : 

And fol do, and with his gifts prefent 
^ our Lordfhips,whcn cuer you hau c neede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

Andfo Ueaueyou both :likc bloody villaincs. Exit * 

Veme. What’s heere? afcrole, and written round about? 
t Let’s fee, 

Integer vit a fcelertfque pur as, non eget maury iaculis nec arcur. 
Cktron. Otis avczkinHorac^l know it well. 

G I 
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I read It in the Grammer longago ?♦ 

Moore I iuft, a verfein Horace, fight, you haue it* 

Now whata thingitistobean AlTe, 

Heeres no found ieft> the t Id man hath found their o-iltj 
- And fends the weapons wrapt about with line*, 
Thatwound(beyond tijcirfeclingJtothequicJc: 

But were our witty EmprefTc wtij a footc. 

She would applaud Andrcntcus conceit, 

Bur let her reft in her vnreft awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy flarrs, 

Led vs to Rome ftrangers , and more then fo 
Captiues to be adu anted to this height > 

It did me good before the Pailace e.ate, 

Tobraue the Tribune in his brothershearing* 
c Demet. But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 
Bafelyinfmuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had henotreafotiLord DemetriHfy 
Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly?- 
Btmct. i would we had a thoufand Romanc Dames 
At fuchabay, by turne to feme our lu ft. 

Chiron. A charitable wifh and full oflouc. 

Moore , Heerc lacks hut yourmotherfor to fay Amen; 
£hiro». And that would fhefortwenty thoufand more. 
Demer. Come let vs gc.c and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloucd mother in her paincs. 

Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets found. 

fDcw. Why do the Emperors trumpets fiourilL thus* 
Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 
Dsme. Soft, who conies hecrc? 

Enter Hurfe with a hi ache a Moore childe . 

T^jfr. Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Aron the 
Argn. Well, move or le{Tc,ornerca whit at’allj (Moore 

Heerc 



efTitiu Anironim, 

H««re Jrtn is, and what with Aron now i 
Nutfe. “Oh gentle Aron, we are all vndone, 

Now helpc, or woe betide thee euermore. 
j rtn . Why what a catterwalling doft thou beepe. 

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine artnet? 

Uwft. O that which I would hide from heauens eye. 

Our Emprefle ihame, and ftately Romes difgrace. 

She is ddiuered Lord*, flic is deliuercd. 

Aron* Towhomc? ... 

Nurft, lmcaneftie is brought a bed. , 

Aron* Wcl God giuc her good reft^wnat hath he Lent net, 

WW>. A deitiil. ^ _ - r„-/r 

Aron. Why then ihe is the DeuilsDam, aioyfull lflue, 

AV/>. A ioyles.difmalliblacke.andforrowfulliflue, 

Hccrc is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprefle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy feale. 

And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point. 
iXren, Zounds ye whore, is blac k fo bafe a hue r 
Sweet blows.you are a beautious bloiTom e furc. 

<Demt> ViHaine what haft thou done ? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Demeti Andthereinhellilh dog thou haft vndone, 

Woe to h cr chance, and dambd her 1 oathed choyce, 

Accurft theoffpring offofoule a fiend. 

Chiron* It ihall notliue. 

Aron. It ihall not die. 

Nttrfe. Aron it mull, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron* WhatmuftitNurfe 5 thenletnomanbutl. 

Doe execution on my fleih and blood. 

Dem. He broach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

Nuife giuc it me, my fword ihall foone difpatch it. 

G X Ayon 
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Aron. Sooner this Avord /hall plow thy bowels vp. 
May rnurtherous villainei, will you kill your brother * 
Wo w by the burning tapers ofthe skie, 
i hat /hone fo brightly w hen this boy was got, 

• ° 1£S r P on m .y Senritars Aiarpe point, 

lit touches this my tirft borne fonne and heire . 

* t£ 11 >' ou younglings, not EnctUthtt, 

With all his threading band of Typhont broode, 

Nor great A'ctbss, nor the God of warre, 

CC3zet ^* s P rc y outofhisfathershands? 

V a \ v • yc fanguine Ihallow hartedboyes, 
ee white.. imbde walls, ye ale-houfe painted figncJ. 
J-ole-blacke is betterthen another, hue, 

Jn that it fcornes to beare another hue; 

hor all the water in the Ocean, 

Can neuer turne the Swans blackclegs to white, 

T 'ii? t- ^ lc 'hue them homely in the flood : 

_«J I the emprefie from me I am of age 
lo keepe mine owne,excufe it how fhecan. 

Djmet Wilt thou betray thy noblemifbis thus? 

My nuflris is my miftris, this my felfe, 

1 he vigour, and the picture ofmy youth ; 

This before all the world do 1 preferre, 

This ma tiger all the world will I keepe fafe. 

Or Tome of ) ou (hall fmoake for it in Rome. 

Dent't. By this our mother is for euer lhamdc. 

defpife herfor this foule efcape. 

Cbi e on Ju l mp T U i in him S' Wl!! doome h« death 
Catron, Iblufc to thinke vpon this ignomie. 

v\?,Z\ Wh} , tI, « r « th cpnuiledge your beauty beares; 
Tt ;. C ^ r ° Us ^e, that will betray with blu/W 
The clofc cnafte and counfels ofthe ha rc : 
jH ceres a youn® , lad framde of another lcerc, 

Lookcho w the blackeflauc (mile* vpou the father, 

At 



o r Titus Anironicui. 

Aswho fhould fay, old Lad I am thine own« 

He is vour brother Lords, fenfibly ted 
Ofthatfelfcblood chat firftgaue life to you. 

And from that wombe where you imprifoned were, 

He is infranchifed and come to light : 

Nay he is your brother by the furerfide. 

Although my feale be fiamped in hisface. 

Aron what flhall I fay vnto the Empreffef 
Demet, Aduifethec Aron, what is to be done. 

And we willallfubfcribeto thy aduife: 

Saue thou the childefowc may all be fafe. ^ 

Aron* Then fit we downe«mdletvsallconfult# 

My fonne and 1 will haucthc windcofyou ; 

Keepe there, now talkc at plcafure of your fafet>% 

Demit. How many women faw this childe of his t 
Aron* Why fobraue Lords, w hen we ioynein league 
I am a Lambe, but if you braue the Moore , 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine LyoncfTe, 
TheOceanfwcllsnotfeas ^fr^wfloimcs : 

But fay againe, how many faw the childc i 
Nurfe* Cornelians midwife and my felfc, 

And no oneelfebutthedeliueied EmprcfTe. 

Aron . T he Emprefle,the Midwife, and your felfe, 

Two may keepe counfell when the thirds away : 

Gocto the Emprcffe,tcl) her this 1 faid, He kills for. 

Weeke, week, fo cries a Pigge prepared tothefpit. 

Dewet. What meant!: thou Aron, wherefore didlt titou this 
Aron . O Lord fir, tis a deed of pollicic. 

Shall (lie liue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

A long tongu’d babhag Gofiip, no Lords nos 
And now be it knownc to you my full intent, 

Notfarre, onz'JMtthteusvny Country-man 
His wife b ut yefternight was brought to bed, 

Hu childc is like to her, fair e as you arc : 
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Goepacke with him, and giue the mother gold , 

Andtell them both thccircumftanceof all. 

And how by this their childe /hall be aduaunft* 

And be recciued for the Emperours heyre, 

, And fubftituted in the place ofmine, 

Tocaltne this tempefi whirling in the Court, 

And let the Empcrour dandle him for his owne. 

Harke ye Lord s, ye fee I h aue giuen her phifick, 

And you mull ncedes beftow her funcrall, 

The fields arc necre, and you aregallant.Groomcs : 

This done, fee that you take no longer daies 
But fend the Midwife prcfently tome* 

The Midwife and theNurfe w ell made away^ 

Then 1 ct the Ladi cs tattl e what they plcafc. * 

Cbtron, Aron 1 fee thou wilt not truft the ayre with fccrcts, 
Demc. For this care of Tamora, 

IJerfclfe and hers arc highly bound to thee. Exeunt 

jf ron * Now totheGothes,asfw>ftasfwallow flies. 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armec, 

And fccrctly to greete the Empreflc friends : 
Comconyouchick-lipt-flauc, Ilebearcyou hence* 

For it is you that puts vs to our fhifts : 

He make you feed on berries, a nd on rootes, 

And feedeon curds and whay,and fuckethe Goate> 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and commaund a Campe. Exit. 

Titos, eld Marcos, jww;* Lucius, end other gentlcmt* 
with hoives^and Titus hearts the arrvwcsmth 
Letters on the ends of them , 

Titus. Come Marc*/, come, kinfmen this is the wav. 
cur boy let me fee yourarcherie, 
tooke yee draw home enough and tis there ftraight. 

Terras 



of Titus Anironiews. 

•ferret AJlriareUquit,bc you remembred Marcutl 
Sbeesg»ne,fhees fled. firs taWcyouto your cooics, 

You Cofcns fliall goe found the Ocean, 

And cafry our nets, happily you may findc her in the lea. 

Yet theres as litek iuftice as at Land : 

No PubliatznA Stmpronins, you mu fl doe it, 

Tis you muft dig with rcattocke,and with fpade, 

And pierce the inmofl: ccnterofch, earth. 

Then when you come to Plume/ Region, 

♦ I pray you deliucr him this petition. 

Tell him it is for iuftice and for aide. 

And that it comes fromold Andronicttt , 

Shaken with fttrowes in vngratefull Rom e. 

Ah Rome, well, well, I made thee miferabie, 

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. 

Goe get you gone, and pray be care-full all. 

And lcaue you nor a man ofwarre ynfearcht. 

This wicked Emperour mayhaue (hipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iufiicc, 

Marc. O Publius is not this a hcauic cafe 
To fee thy noble Vnclc thus diflraff ? 

Pull. Thereforcmy Lcrds it highly vsconcern es* 

By day and night t’atrcnd him carefully : 

Andfcede his humour kindcly as wemay, 

Till time beget fomecarefull remedie. 

Marcus, Kinfmen, his forrowes are pad remedie# 
loync with the Gothland with rcuengefull warre. 

Take wreakconRomefor this ingratitude. 

And vengeance on the tray tor Saturnine. 

Thus, Psthhus how now, how now my Maiflers, 

What hauc you met with her ? 

Pablu No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 

If) ou will haue reuenge from hell you fliall, 

M arvic 
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Marrie for Iufticc flic is fo imploy d, 

He thi> kes with loue in hcauen, or fome where clfe, 

So that perforce you muff needs (lay a time. 

Titus. He doth roe wrong to feed me with delayes, 

Jlc diueinto theburninglakc below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by thclieeles. 

UWarcus we are but flirubs, no Cedars we, 
Ncbig-bond-men,framdofthc Cyclops fize. 

But mettal Afarcui, flecle to the very backc. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs ean beare 2 
Andfith theresnoiufticeincarthnor hell, 

We will folicite hcauen, and raoue the Gods, 

To fend downe Iufticefor to wreakc our wrongs • 

Come to this geare,youare a good Archer Marcus* 

He gluts them the Ayr owes. 

AdJouem, thatsfor you, here Apolbncm? 

Ad Martens, thats for my felfc, 

Here boy to Pd/Us , here to Mercury 
To Saturnine^ to Casus 9 r\ot to Saturnine, 

You were as good to flioote againft the winde. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when Ibid, 

Ofmy word, l haue written to effect, 

Thcres not a God left vnfollicited, 

Marcus Kinfmen, (hoot all your fliafts into the Court, 
We will affli<ft the Empcrour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Maifters draw, oh well faid Lucius , 

Good boy in V rgoes lap, giue it P alias. 

OWarc. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Mooney 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Titus. Ha, ha, Publius, Pub Hus, what haflthou done ? 

See, fee, thovj haft (hot off one ofTaurushoxTits, 

Marcus . This was the fport my Lord, when Publius (h ot, 
The Bull being gald, gauc Aries fuch a knocke, 

T hat dowpcfeil both the Rams homes in the Court, 

And 
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And who fliould finde them but the Emprefle villaine ; 

She laught,and told the Moore he (bould not choole 
But giuc theiu to his maifter for a prefent. . 

Titus, Why there it goes, God giuc your Lordfnip joy* 

Enter the flowne with a basket and two Pidgions in ft 4 

Titus. Newes,newes from heauen, 

Marcus the poaft is come* 

Sirr a what ty dings, haue you any letters ? 

Shall 1 haue iuftice, what faies Jupiter} 

Ciowue. Hothelibbcttnaker, hee fayes that he hath ta- 
ken them do w neagainc/cr the man muff not be hangd till 
thcr.exe weeke* 

Titus. But whatfaies Jupiter Taskethee? 

CUwne.. Alas fir 1 know not Jupiter ; 

I ncucr drankc with him in all my life.’ 

T itus . Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clown e. lefmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Thus . Why, didfttl.ou not come from heauen? 

Clcxvne. From heauen 1 alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I fliould be fo bold, toprefle to heauen in my 
youngdayes. 

Why I am going with my pidgions to the tribunall Plebs,to 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt my Vncle, and one of 
theEmperiallsmen. 

Marcus . Why fir, that is as fit as can be toferueforyour 
Oration, and let him deliuerthe pidgions to the Empcrour 
from you. 

Titus. Tellmeecan youdeliueran Oration to the Em- 
pcrour with a grace? 

Clownc. Nay truclyfir, 1 could neurr fay grace in all my 
life. 

Titus. Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 
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But giue your Pidgionstothe Emprour, 

By me thou fibalt haue iufticeat his hands* 
Hold t hold,mcane whi]e here's money for thy charges, 
Giue me pen and inke# 

* Strra,can you with a grace dcliuera Supplication ? 

Clown e. I fir# 

Titus, Then herei$afupplicafionforyou,and when you 
come to him,at the firfbopraach you mull kncele,thcn kiffo 
hisfoote, thendcliuervp your Pidgions, and th^n look for 
your reward. 

lie beat hand fir, fee you doeitbrauelie. 

Ciywnt. I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Thus. Sirra haft thou a knife ? Come let me fee it* 

Here JMarcus, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haftmadeitiikeanhumblcSupplianr. 

And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 

Knockeat my dore, and tell me what he fayes. 

Clonne. God be with you fir, I will. Exit 4. 

Thus. Cofflc^rwlctvs goe, Pub/iusiollow me. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Emperonr and Empreffe, andher two forme s % the 
Emperour brings the Anowes tn his hand 
that fir#* {bo; at him* 

«SW*r* Why Lords, what wrongs arc thefe? was euer fcene 
An hmpcfour in Rome thus ouerborne, 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of egall iuftice, vfde in fuch contempt? 

My Lords,you know the mightfull Gods, 

Ho vv eucr thefe dil tui bers of our peace 
Bazin the peoples cares, there -bought hath p-art. 

But euen wichia w againft the vvxlfoll fonnes 
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Of old Andronicus. And whatandif 
His forrowes haue foouerwhelmde his wits? 

Shall wc be thus afHnftcd in his wreakes. 

His fits, his frenzie, and hisbiltcrnes? 

And no w he writes to hcauen for His redreffe* 

Sec hceres to loue, and this to Mercury , 

This to Apollo, this to the God ofwarre : 

Sweet fcrowles to flic about the ftreets of Rome, 

Whats this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniufticc eucry w here? 

A goodly humour, is it not my Lords? 

A s who would fay , in Rome no iuftice were : 

But iflliue, hisfained extafies 
Shall be no flicker to thefe outrage s, 

But he and his fhall know that iuftice liues 
In Saturninas health, whomeif he fleepe, 
Heelefoavvake^asheinfuryfiiall 
Cut off the proud’ft confpiratour thatliues* 

Tamora ♦ My gracious Lord, my louely Saturnine) 

Lord ofrny life, commaunderofmy thoughts, 

Calme thee,and bearc the faults of Tuns age, 

Th’effc&s of forrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofe Ioffe hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart, 

And rather comfort his diftreffed plight, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft 

Foi thefe contempts: Why thus it fhall become s, 

Hie witted Tamora to giofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thee to thequickc. 

Thy lifeblood out : if Aren now be wife. 

Then is allfafe, the Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter C!o\\>ne* 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs ? 
Clotyne, Yea forfooth, andyourMifterfiiipbeEmperiall* 
H 2 Tamo* 
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Tamer a. EniprefTe I am? but yonder fit? the Emperour. ' 
C/ov»(?.Ti$ he, Gcdaftd Saint Stephen giue you good den, 
1 haue broughtyou a letter and a couple of pigions hecre. 



He reads the Letter • 

Satur, Goe take him away and hang him prefently * 
CJowne . How much money mud 1 haue ? 

Tamara, Come firra, \ on miift be hanged, 

CLwhe, Hangd, be Lady then I hauebrought vp a neck 
to a fairs end. 

Exit, 

Sat nr, Difpightfull and intollerablc wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monftrousvjllany ? 

I know from whence this fame deuifeproceedess 
May ehisbebornc,asif histraytcrousTonnes, 

1 hatdide by law formurther of our brother, 

Haue by my mcantsbenc butchered wrongfully? 
Goedragge thevtllaine hither by chehaire, 

Norage, nor honour, (hall lliapepriiuledge, 

For this proud mockc lie be thy daughter man, 

Sly franneke wretch, thlat holpft to make me great. 

In hope thy felfe (hould gouerne Rome and me# 

Enter Nurmus Smillius. 

Sa'tirn. What newrs with thecEwiUipti ? 

Emil, Anne my Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe, 

The Gomes haue gathered head, and with a power 
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle, 

They hither march amair.e, Yndercohduft 

Ci Lucans y fonne to old Andronicns 

Who threats in couife of this reuenge to doe 

As 
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Astnucb as euer Ctrioknus did, 

Kmtr Is warlike Lucius Generalloftlie Gothes, 

Thefe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with troll, or graflebeat downc with itormes: 

I now begins our forrowes to approach, 

Tis hetheconimon peoplelouefo much, 

JVly felfe hath often heard them fay , 

WhenI haue walked like apriuateman, • 

That Lucius banifbnsent was wrongfully, 

And they haue wifht that Lucius were their Emperour. 
T*mo>a. Why fliould y on feare, is not your Citty flrongj 

Km. IbuttheGittizcnsfauour Lucms , 

And will reuolt fromme to fuccourhim. 

Tumor*. Xwjf.bcthy thoughts imperious like thy name. 

Is theSunncdimd, that Gnats dofliemit? 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to fing, 

Andis notcarefull whatthey meant thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings, 

He can arpleafure flint their melodie. 

Euen fo mayefl thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit.for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old AnAronicus , 

With words more fweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fifh,or honny (1*1 kes to heepe, 

W'hen as the one is wounded with the baite, 

Theotber rotted with deliciousf cede, 

Kivf. But he will not entreat his fonnefor vs, 

Tumor. If Tamora entreat him then he will, 

For lean fmaoth and fill bis aged ea^e. 

With golden promifes, that were his heart 
Ahnofl impregnable, his old yeares deafe, 

Yet fhould both tare andhart obey my tongue. 

Goethoii beforetobeour En.bafladour, 

Say that the Emperour rcquefB a parly ^ 
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Of warlike Latins, and appoint the meeting. 

K*»g. Emithm dec this meflage honourably* 

And if heftandin hofiagefor hisfafety, 

Bidhim demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

- Kmillius. Your bidding (hall I doe effectually. 

Exit] 

T amor a. Now will I to that old Andr on'tcus , 

And temper him withallthe Artlhauc, 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlikeGothes* 

And now fweet Emperour be blithagaine. 

And bury all thy fearc in my dcuifes. 

Satur. Then goefucceflantlv and plead to him. 

Exeunt'. 

Enter Lucius with an Army ofgothes * with 
Drum and Souldurs. 

Lucius. Approuedwarriours,andmy faithfullfriends, 
I baue receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifics what hate they beare their Empcrour, 
And howdefirous ofour fight they are. 

T hcrefoi e grea t Lords be as your titles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe* 

Let him make treble fatiffa&ion. 

goth. Brauc flip fprungfrom the gr t*lAndtonicus t 
Whofcname was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Ronierequites with foule contempt, 
Beboldein vs,weele follow where thou leadft, 

Like flinging Beesin hotfcfl: Sommers day. 

Led by their maifler to the flowred fields. 

And beau engd on curfcd T moral 
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And ashe faith, fc fay we all with him. 

Lucius,. I humbly thankc him and I thank you all. 

But who comes hccreledby alufly Goib ? 

Enter a. Goth leading of Aron with hiscbild 
in his armci* 

Goth . Renowned Lucius from ourtroups I flraidj 
Togazc vpon a ruinous Monaftcrre, 

Andas learnedly didfixe mineeye 
Vponthe wafled building, fuddainely 
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall: 

I made vnto the noyfe, when foonel heard, 

•The crying babecontrold with this difeourfe : 

Peace tawny flaue. halfcme.andhalfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers lookc, 
Villainethou migntfl haue bene an Emperour. 

But w here the Bull and Cow are both milk white, 

They ncuer do beget a colc-blacke Calfe : 

Peace villainc peace, euen thus he rates the babe, 
Forlmufl beare thee to a trufly Goth, 

Who when he knowes theu artthe Emprcflc babe, 

Will hold tlue dcardy for thy mother s lake. 

With this my weapon drawnc 1 ruflit vpon him, 

Surprizd him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinkc needefull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate dcuiU*. 
Thatrobd Andronicus of his good hand: 

This is the Pearle that pleafd your Emptefle eye, 

Ard heeres the bafe fruit of his burning luff, 

Say wall-eyd flaue whether woulcfl thou eenuay 
T his growing Image of thy ficndlikcface ? 

Why dofl not fpeakef what deafe,not a word? 
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A haltct Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide hisfruit ot Baftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy , he is of Roy all blood* 

Lvct. Too like the Syreforeuer being good, 

FirH hang the childe ohat he may fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexc the fathers foulevvithall. 

Aron. Get me a ladder,/,#?/^ faue the childe, 
Andbeareitfrommeto the Empreffe: 

Iftliou doe this. He Lhcw thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to heare*, 

If thou wilt not) befall what may befall, 
lie fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius . Say on, and ifitpleafe roe which thou ipeakft, 
Thy childe (hail liue, and I will fee it nourifht. 

Aron . And if it pleafe thee? why affure thee Lucius, 
Twill vexethy foule to hearewhatl ihall fpeake: 

Fori muff talkeofmurthers, rapes, andmaflacres, 

Adis ofblacke nights, abhominable deeds, 
Complotsofmifchiele, treafon, villanies 
Ruihfull to heare, yet pittioufiy performd, 

And tins (hall all be buried by my death, 

Vnleflcthou fweare to me my childe fhall line. 

Lucius . Tell on thy mindc,I fay thy childe fhall liue* 

A> on. S wear&that he fhall, and then I will begin. 

Lucius . Who fhould I fweare by, thou beleeueft no God, 
That graunted, how canft thou belecue an oath* 

A on. What ifl doe not, as indeed I doe n ot, 

Yet for I know thou art religious, 

And hafta thing within rhec calledconfcicncc, 

With twenty popifft tricks and ceremonies. 

Which ihauefeenc thee careful! to obferuc, 

Therefore Ivrge thy oath,fortbatIknow 
An Idcot holds his bauble for a God, 

And kee pes the oath which by that Gcdhcfwcares, 

To 
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To tliat lie v*ge Him : therefore thou fhilt vow 

By that fame God, what God foereitbc 

That thou adoreft, and haft in reuerence. 

To faue my bo)' , to non rifn and bring hint vp. 

Or elfel will difeouer nought to thee. 

Ihc, u u Euen by ray God I fweare to 
Arm. Firft know thou, I begot him on the bmpretle, 
Lucius. Oh niofi infatiate luxurious woman 1 
Aron. Tut Luc wt, this was but a deede otchantie. 

To that Which thou (halt heareofme anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered 'BnJJiamt, 

They cui thy fillers fbngueandrauifln her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou laweft. . 
X*«w*OI»deteftabl«villaine,cairftchou that trimming 
Aron. Why (lie was walht, and cut, and trimd. 

And twas trim (port for them t hat had the doing of it, 
Luiius, Oh batberous beaftly villames h^e thy felfe! 
Aron. Indecdcl wastheirtutortoinftrnfl them, 

That codding (pint had they from theirmother, 

A« fureacardeaseuer wonne thefet ; 

That bloody aiinde I thinke they leamd of me, 

Astrueadogaseuerfoughtathcad: S 

Well, let my deedesbe witnesofmy worth, 

I traynde thy bretheren to that guilefull hole, 

Where the dead corps of Baffinnui lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found. 

And hid the sold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Queenc. and her two fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue, / 

Where in 1 had no ftrok e o f tnife h ieft in it. 

I playd the cheaterfor thy Fathers hand, 

Andwhcnlhadit drewiny felfeapart, 

And almoft broke my hart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me through the creuic of a wall, - 



When 



The mo ft UmmableTrdgcdk 

When for his hand he had histwofonnes heads r j 
Beheld histearcs, and laught £o hartily'^ 

That borh mine eyes were rainie like to his : 

And when I told the Emprcfleof this fport, 

She founded almoftat my pleating tale, 

And for my tidings gaue me twenty kifles. 

Cjoth • 

What canfi thou fay all this, and neuer blufhf 
Aron . 

Ilikcablacke doggeas thefayingis® 

Lucius* 

Art thou not forry for thefe hainous deedes. 

Aron . 

I that Ihad notdonca thoufandmore, 

Euen now I curfe the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within the compaflc of my curfe. 
Wherein I did not fomc notorious ill, 

As kill a man, or elfe deuife his death, 
Raui(bamaidl,or plot the way to doe it, 

Accufe fomc innocent, and forfwcarerny fclfe. 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends, 

Mike pooremenscattcllbreake their neck$. 

Set fire on baroes and hayflackes in the ni ght, 
Andbidthe owners quench them with their tcares 
Oft hauc I digd vp dead men from their graues, 
And fet them vpnght at their deere friends doorc, 
Euen when their forrovves alnaoll was forgot. 

And on their skinnes,as on the barke of trees, 
Hauc with my knife earned in Roraainc letters. 
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Let not your forrow die, though 1 am dead. 

Tut, 1 hauedonc a thoufand dread full thinges 
willingly as one would kill a flic. 

And nothing greeu es me hartily indeede, 
gut that I cannot doe tenne thou fand more. 

lucitts. Bring downe the deuill, for he muftnot diff 
So fweet a death as hanging prefcntly. 

j r9H . If there bedfuils, would I wereadeuill, 

T® Hue and burnc in euerlafting fire, 

So I might haueyour company in hell 
But to torment you withmy bitter tongue. 

Lucius. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeake no more. 

Enter Emillius ♦ 

goth . My Lord there is a Meflcnger from Rome 
D'cfires to be admitted toyonr prcfcncc. 

Lucius. Let him come necre. 

Welcome Emillius^ what’s the newesfrom Rome ? 

gmitL Lord Lucius t and you Princes of the Gothes, 

The Roitfainc Emperour greetes you all by me, 

And tor he vndcritands you are in A rroes> 

He craucs a parly at your fathers houfe 
Willing you to demaund your hoftages, 

Andthey ihall be immediately deliuered. 

Goth. What faies our Generali? 

Lucius. Smilhus , let the Emperour giue his pledges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vnclc MaHus> 

And we willcome: march away® Exeunt. 

Enter Tmera^nd her two founts dtfguifed. 

Ttmora* Thus in this ft range and fad habilliament* 

I will encounter with Atidromcus^ 

\ 2 And 
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And fay, I am rcucngcfentfrombelow, 

To ioynewith him and right his hainous wrongs 
Kncckc at his fludy where they fay he keepes, 

T o ruminate ftrange plots of di-ere Rcucnge, 
Tell him Reuenge is come to ioynewith him. 
And workeconfufion on his enemies. 



They \noe\e and Titus opens bis flu die dorr . 



Tuns. Who doth moled my contemplation ? 

Is it your tricke tomake me ope the dore, 

That fo my fad decrees may flic away. 

And all niyftudie be to no effect ? 

You arc deceaud, for what I meane to doe. 

Sec heere in bloody lines I hauc fetdownej 
And what is written (jhall be executed. 

Tamora. Tuuiy I am come to talke with the 
Titus. No not a words how can I grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giuc that accord, 

Thou hafl the ods of me, there fore no more. (me 

Tamora. Ifthcudidft know me thou wouldd talke with 
Titus. I am notmad, I knowchce well enough, 

Witnes this wretched flump, witnes thefe enmfon lines, 
Witnes thefe trenches made by griefe and care, 

Witnes the tyring day and heauie night, 

Witnes all forrow that I know thee well 
For our proud EmprefTe, mighty Tamora ; 
is not thy comroing for my other hand.* 

Kn ° W tHo ° fad . R,an > lamnot 7W* 
oriels thy cnemie, and I thy friend, 

lam Reuenge font from th’jnfernallKingdome, 

To eaftthe gnawing vulture of thy minde 
By working wrcakcfull vengeance on thy foes : 

Come 
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Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light* 
Conferrewich me of murder and of death. 

There’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place. 

No vaft obfeurity or mifty vale, 

Where bloody murthcr or detcflcd rape, 

Can couch for fearc but I will findc them out. 

And in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reuenge, which makes the foule offenders quake* 

Titus. Art thou Reuenge, and art thou fent to me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies/* 
i Tamo, a* I am, therefore come downe and welcome 
Titus. Doe me Come feruice ere 1 come to thee, 

Loe by thy fide where Rape an,d Murder Hands, 

Now giue fomc furance that th^u art Reuenge, 

Stab them or tearethem on thy Chariot whecks. 

And then lie come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouid e thee two proper palfreitS* as blacke as Ice, 

To hale thy vengeful! Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads^ 

1 will difmount, and by the Waggon wheclc, 

Trctlikca feruilefooteman all day long, 

Eucnfrom Eptons riling in thcEaft, 

V ntill his very downefall in the Sea* 

And day by day iledoe this heauy taske. 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Mm der there. 

Tamora* Thefe are my miniflersand come with me. 

'Tuns. Are them thy minifter$,whatarcthcy call’d^ 

T amor a. Rape and Murder, therefore callcdfo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kinde oi men. 

Titus. Good Lord how like the Emprcfle Sonnes they are 
And you the Broprefle : but we worldly men 
Haucmifcrable mad roiftakingeyes : 

I 5 Oh 
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Oh fvveet Reuenge now doc I come to thece, 

A nd ifone armes imbracement w ill content thee, 

I will imbracc thcc in it by and by, 

Tamora . This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge tofcedchisbrainc-fickefits, 

Doc you vphold, and maintainc in your fpccches. 

For now he firrody takes me for Reuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought) 
lie make him fend for Lucius his fonne, 

And whilft I at a banquet hold him fure, 
llcfindefomccunniugpra&ifeoutofhaiad , 

T o fcatrer and difperfe the giddie Gothcs, 

Or at the lead make them hj$ enemies : 

See heerc he comes, and I tuj/l ply my theame*' 

Tit hu Long haue I bene fi?rlorne,and all for thee. 
Welcome dread fury to my woefnll houfe. 

Rapine andMurtheryouaje welcome too. 

How like the EroprefTe and her fonnes you are. 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell affoord you fuch a dcuill » 

For well I wotctheEmprcfTc neuer wags 
But in her company there is a Moore, 

And would you reprefen tour Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill : 

But wclecmcasyou arc, what fhall we doc? 

Tamora. What wouldft thou haue vs doe Atidronicus ? 

D?me. Show me a murtherer He dealc with him. 

Chiron. Show me a villainc that hath done a rape. 

And I am fent to be reuengd on him. 

Turner a. Show me a thousand that hauedone thcc wrong, 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus* Looke round about the wicked ftreetsof Rome, 
And when thou findft a man thafslike thy fclfe, 

Good munherftab him, heesa murtherer, 

Goc 
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Goe thou with h ira , and when i t is thy hap 
To findc another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine ftab him, he is a rauifher, 

Goe thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
There is a Quecneattended by a Moore, 

Well maift thou know her by thy ownc proportion. 
For vp and downe the doth refemble thee, 

I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine, 

T*mora» Well hah thou IcfFond vs, this fhall wedoe# 
Rut would itpleafc thee good Andronicuh 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Who leades towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe. 

When heis hecre, cucn at thy folem’ne feaft, 

I will bring ip the Eroprefle and her fonnes, 

The Emperour bimfclfe,and all thy foes, 

And at thy mercy fhall they ftoope and kneele. 

And on them fihalt thou eafe thy angry hart : 

What faies Androukus to this dcuife ? 

Enter Marcus. 

Titus* Marcus my brother, tis fad Titus calls, 

Goc gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Luciw , 

Thou fhalt enquire him out among the Gothcs, 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring wi th him 
Someofthe chicfeft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him cncampe his fouldiers where they are. 

Tell him the Emperour and the Emprcfle too 
Feaft at my houfe, and he fhall feaft with them* 
Thisdoe thou for my lnue, and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life. 

UWar. This will I doc, and foonc rcturne a gained 
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Tamor. Now will I hence about thybufines, 

And take my tuinirters along with me, 

Titus . Nay , nay, let rapeand murder flay with me,’ 

Or elsllecall my brother backcagaine, 

And cleauc to no reuenge but Lupins* 

Tam* What fay you boy es, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour* 

Howl hauegouernd out detennindieft, 

Yeeldc to his humour, fmooth and fpcake him fairc* 

And tarry with him till I turne againc. 

Tuns. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad* 
And will ore-reach them in theyr owne dcuife** 

A payre of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam* 

Dtrme. Madam depart at plcafurc, Icaue vs hcerc. 
Tamora. Farewell AnHronicus, reuenge now goes 
Tolay acomplotto betray thy foes. 

Titus. Ikno w thou dooft,and f’weetc reuenge farewell* 
Chiron* Tell vs old man, how (hall we be imployd, 
Titus. But I haue workc enough for you to doc, 

Publius come hether, Cains, and Valentine , 

Publius. What is your will ? 

Titus. Know you thefe two/* 

Pub. The Emprcffe (onnes I take them, CfoVa#,!) emetrius* 
Titus. Trie Publius fie, thou art toomuchdcccaudc, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius , 

C aius and V dentine, lay hands on them, 

Oft haue you heardme wifh for fuch an houre* 

And now I finds it, therefore binde them fure. 

And flop their mouthes if they begin tocry. 

Cbtrou. Villaincsfbrbcarc, we are the Emprcffe Tonnes. 
P ublius * And therefore do we what wc arc commanded# 
Stop dofc their mouthes, let them not fpcake a word, 

Is he fure bound* iookc that y ou binde them faff, 

J 'inter 
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j Enter Titus Jndrtnieut with a huife t MdL«mntU 
witbu Btfou. 

'fitus. Come,coi«eI-<i»»VM)looke,thv foes are bound, 
i Sirs flop their mouthes, let them not fpcake to me, 

But let them heare what fearefull words 1 vtter. 
OhvillaineSjCfciwrand Demetrius. 

Here Hands the fpring whom* you haue ftaind with mud* 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt. 

You kild her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were condemnd to death > 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweet hands, her tongue^and that more deere 
Then hands or tongue, her fpotlelTechaftity, 
]nhumainetraytors,you conftramd and I tot It. 

What would you fay if I Ibould let you fpcake . 

Vilbines for fhame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches how 1 mcanc to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your tluoates 
Whilft \hnL*umi* tweene her flumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to dult, 

And with your blood and it lie make a paltc. 

And of the pafte a coffen l will reatc. 

And make twopafties ofydur fliameful! heads. 

And bid that ftrumpetyourvnhallowed Dam, 

Li ke to the earth fwallow her owne mcreafe. 

T his is the feaft that 1 haue bid her to, 

And this the banquet flic (hall fur fet on* 

Ftrworfc then Philomel you vfdemy daughter, 

And woife then P > ogne 1 will be teuengd, 

K * 
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And notv prepare your throats: Ltuimti come, 

Receaue the blood,and when that they arc dead* 

Let me goc grindc their bones to powder fnialli 
And with this hateful! liquour temper it, 

~ And in that paflc let their vilde heads be bakte. 

Conic, come, be euery one officious, 

To make this banket, which I wiih may prouc 
More fleincand bloody then the Ccntturcsfcaft* 

He cun their thy oats. 

Sonow bring themin, for lie play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Lucius y (^f at cut And the Cjotheto 
Lucim. Viicklc LMureus^ lincc tis my fathers mindc 
That I repaire to Rome,! am concent* 

(joth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune wilK 
Lucius. Good Vnckle take yon in this barbarous A/we, 
This rjuenous Tiger, this accurfcd deuill, 

Let him receaue no fullenancc, fetter him, 

TiH he be brought vnto the Emperours face* 

F or teftiraony of her foule proceedings : 

And feethc Ambit lh of our friends be ftrong, 

I fcarethc Emp#rour meanesno good toys. 

Afoore, Some dctiiliwhifpcr curfcsinmineearc* 

And promptme that my tongue may veter forth, 
Thevencmousmaliiccof my fweliing heart. 

Luuhs % Away inhumane dogge, vnhaliowcdflauc, 

Sirs, helpc our vncklc toconuey him in, < 

T he trumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand* 

* 

Sound T rumfetty Enter Emperour and Eruprejfe^with 
Tribunes And otbos „ 

A/wf . VVhar,hath the firmament moc funnel then one? 

Luuntf 
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Hath ordained to an honourable end, « ome . - * 

for peace, for loue,forlea S ueand good to Rome . 

Pleafcyouthereforedrawnieandtake>ou p 

Saturn. c^rWMWewill. 

Sound trumpettituttr Titus like 4 Cooks, f lat,n £ ^V****' ** 
the Table, and L amnia *itb a Queen 

Titut. Welcotn my graeious ^ r ^ e ! c ®" , 

Welcome yc warlike Gothcs, wclcom » 

Toentertaine your highnes,and j ou * Enapte . 

T*t». We are beholding to you good^#dr««**» 

Tuut. And if your highnes knew my heart, you 

My Lord the Emperour refoluemc this, 

Was it well done of rafti V trgmuttj , 

Smut, hwiAndtwtut. 

A patternc, prefident, and liuety warrant, 
for me tnoft wretched to performe the like, 

Die.die,L^i»M,andthylhaniewitlithec, 

Andwiththy (hamethy Fathersforrow die. 

Saw*. What haft thou douc vnnaturall and vnkinde- 



’ Tbcmojl lammahlc TrAgedie 

T$t. Kild her for whome my teares haue mabc me dlindl 

I a m as wofull as VTr^i im was, 

And hauca tlioufand times morecaufe then he, 

T o doe this outragf,and it is now done. 

King. What was (he rauifot? tell who did the deede. 

Tt K<. Wilt f leafe yoti eat, wilt pleafe your bighn C s feeds’ 
Tam . Why bafl thou flainc thine oncly daughter 
Thus. Not I, twas Chiron and Dsmctrt*s. 

They rauiiht her, and cur away her tongue, 

And they,t was they, that did her all this wrong* 

King, Goe fetch them hether to vsprefently 
"Jit"*- Why there they are both, baked in that pic, 
Wh.-rcor their mother daintiliehath fed. 

Eating ihe flefo that foe herfelfe hath bred. 

Tis true, cis true, witues my leniues foarpe point, 

H:Ji*!ts tht Emfrrtjfe. 



~ a ' *-^ c *ianticKe wretch tor this accursed deede. 
LhcUu. Canthefonnes eye behold hi-s father bleedc? 
T.xte smeede for mceefe, death fora deadly deede. 

Mxrcut. You fad fac’d men, people and Tons of'Rome, 
By vprores feuerd like a flightoffowle, 

Sea tt red by windes and high tempeftious gufis 
Oh let me teach you how to knit againe 
1 his festered corneinto onemutua'll foeafle, 

1 neie broken limbs againe into one body. 

RwanLord. Let Rome herfelfe bebanc vnto her felfe 
Andlhee whome miehtiekingdotncscurfic too. 

Like a forlorncand defperatccaft away, 
l)oe (hamefull execution on her felfe. 

But if my froflie fignes and chaps ofa*e, 

Graue witnelfcsof'true experience, 

Connor induce you to attend my words, 

Speake Romes deerefti C nd,as erftour Anceftcr, 



When 



ofT ittts An dronicus. 

When with his folemne tongue he did difeourf© 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending earc, 

The ftory ofthac balefull burning night, 

When fubtile Greekcs (urprizd King PriamsTroy* 

Tell vs what Sinon hath bewiccht our earcs. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Romethe ciuitl wound. 

My hart is notcompaft of Hint nor ftecle, 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance eucn in the time 
When ir fliould mouc you to attend me raoft, 

Lending your kind commiferation* 

Heereisa Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe toheare him fpeakc. 

Lficins. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you* 

That curfed Chinn a nd Dcmetrin s 

Were they that murdFed our Emperours brother. 

And they irw ere that rauiflied our After, 

For their fellfaults our brothers were beheaded, 

Our Fathers teares defoifd and baf.lv coufend, 

Ofthat true hand that/ought Romes quarrcllout* 

And fenther enemies vnto the graue* 

LafHy rcy felfe vnkindly banifhed, 

T he gates fliuton me and turnd weeping out, 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies, 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares. 

And opt their armes toimbraceme as a friend* 
ar.d I am the turned forth be it knownc to you, 

That haue preferud her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofom? tooke the enemies point. 

Sheathing the ftccle in my aduentrous body* 

Alasyou know 1 am no vaimter I, 

My fears can wicnes/lum b afchotigh they arc* 

K 3 That 



The mofl lamemalleTr agedie 

That nsy report is iuft and full of truth, 

Butfoft.mc thinkes I doe digreffc too much, 

Cyting toy worthies praife, Oh pardon me, 

Tor when no friends are by , men praife therafelues. 

Marct*. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this childej 
Of this was Ttsnsora deliucrcd, 

The iffuc of an irreligious Metre, 

Chiefe Architcftand plotter of thefe woes, 

The villame is aliue in Titm houfe, 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now judge what courfe had Turn toreuenge, 

Thefe wrongs, vnfpeakcablepaftpacicnee* 

Or mote then any liuing man could bearc. 

Now you haue heard the truth, whatfay you Romanes* 
Haue we done ought amiffe? fliow vs wherein, 

And from the place whcrcyeu behold vs bow, 

The poore remainder of Andronicie 

Will hand in hand all headlong call vs downe, 

A nd on the ragged Rones beat forth our br aines, 

And make a mutuall dofurcofour houfe : 

Speake Romanies fpeake, and if you fay we ihall, 

Toe hand in hand Lucius and 1 will fall. 

Emtihus. Come come thou rcuerent man of Rome, 

And bring out Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius o ur Emperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doe cry it Ihall be fo. 

AUrtus. Lucius, all hail* Rorres roy all Emperour, 

Goe goe into old Titus forrowfull houfe, 

Andhithcr hale that misbelieving sJMoere, 

To be adiudgd fome direfull flaughtenngdeath. 

As puniflimentfor hismotl wickedlife. 

Luc us sit haileto Romes gracious Gouernour. 

Lucius, Thankcs gentle Romaines may I gouernelo, 
TohealeRomeshatmes.andvvjpeaway herwoe: ^ 



of Tim Andronicuk 

But gentle people giue me aime a while, 

Fomature putsme to a hcauic taske. 

Stand all aloofe.but V nckle draw you neere, 

Tofhed obfe quious teares vpon this trunk e, 

Oh take this warmekifle onthy pale cold lips, ^ 

Thefe forrowfol drops vpon thybloud-flaincfaee. 

The laid true duties of thy noble fonne. 

Tearefor t care, and louing kifle for kille, 

Thy brother Marcut tenders on thy lips. 

Oh were the {ummeot thefe that 1 Ihould pay, 

Countlefle and infinite, yet would ipay them . 

Lucius, Come hither boy come, come and learne of V* s 
To melt infhowersph. Grandfier loud thee well. 

Many a time be daunft' thee on his knee, 

Sung thee afleepe,hislouingbreaft thy pillow. 

Many a mn terhath he tol d to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancies 
In that refpeft then, likcalouingchilde. 

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpring, 

Becaufe kinde nature doth require it fo, 

Friends Qiould alTociatc friends in griefe and woe. 
i Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue, 

> Poe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. 

Putt, O Grandfier.Grandfire, euen with all my hart. 
Would I were dead foy ou did Hue againe. 

O Lord 1 cannot fpea:<e to him for weeping. 

My teares will choake me if I ope m y mouth , 

Ptmaiue, Youiad Andremcie hauedone with woes, 

Giuc fentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath bene breeder of thefe dire euents. 

Lassus. Set him bread deepe in earth and fjtnrlh him 
There let him lland and r.iueandery forfoode, 

If any one releeues or pitties him. 

For the offence he dies, this is oar doorac. 

Some 



The mojl lamentable Trage die 

Som c (lay to fee him faftncd in th e earth . 

Aron. Ah why fliould wrath be mute, and fury dumb? 
Iam no baby I, that with bafe praiers 
I fhould repent the euils I hauc done, 

Tenthoufand worfethen eucryct Jdid, 

^puld I pcrforme if I might hauc my will # 

Ifonc good deed in all my life I did, 

1 doe repent it from my very fonlc. 

Lucius . Some louing friends conucy the Emperour hence 
And giue him buriall in hisfathers graue. 

My father and Lauima(ha\\ forthwith 
Be dofed in our houfholds monument: 

As for that hanous Tiger Tamor* % 

No funerdlrite, nor man in mourncfull weeds. 

No mournefull bell ftull ring her buriall . 

But throw her forth to beads and birds to prey^ 

Her life was bcaftly and deuoid ofpitty. 

And being fo (hall haue like want ofpitty* 

Sec iuftice done on Aron thatdambd Mooret 
By whomc our hcauy haps had their beginning:* 

Then afterwards to order well the fhtc* 

That like eucncs may ncrcit ruinate# 




FINIS. 





